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Preface (Or Me and the Devil Blues) 


Author's Notes: 

Hey! My other story was bringing me down, so | decided to start this not-quite-horror rom-com story. It's a 
follow up to my other Axl/Nikki story "Last Show", and there is an in-between story called "a lifetime and 
nothing" that provides the setting for this, but mainly what you need to know is that Axl and Nikki had a very 
sexy thing going on at the end of the BT Girls' tour, and Nikki has a real fucked up relationship with his house. 
Oh, and Karen was Nikki's sort-of babysitter through 87. 


Awesome cover art by Serenity_Rose! 


Back then 


Nikki's always been an avid collector. There is a thing about having a troubled childhood: you lose so many 
things it sort of becomes a habit, finding shit to fill the void in your gut that you're still not prepared to even 


admit exists. 


When he was a kid, his mother taught him how to put fallen leaves between the pages of a book to preserve 
them, and he'd found himself entranced with the process: finding just the right fallen leave, putting it inside the 
book and then checking every day to see how dead it was, how life slowly leaked out of it and was replaced by 


nothing. He's also always had a strange, morbid enthrallment with death that makes his family look at each 
other worriedly and his friends shuffle their feet and change the subject. 


Soon he started collecting bugs, and he liked this better because he got to kill the little fuckers before sticking 
them with a pin It gave him a sense of enormous well being and satisfied a need to cause pain he didn't really 
have words for back then, that felt like a creature walking next to him, asking him to do things he didn't 
understand. 


This little hobby of his carried well into his adulthood, because the hole is still there and he still can't face it's 
existence, but now he knows every single trick there is to dance around it and not fall into its depths. Ok, not 


fall all the way. 


He collects songs about grief and violence, about murder and pain and demons and wars. He keeps them 
shuttered in his head, the titles and the sounds dancing in a crypt of thoughts. He collects stories, legends, real 
life Faustian fables of bargained souls and hellhounds dragging debtors down by their feet, trails of blood on 
the floor like dents made by death. 


His friends, also, can be considered a bit of a walking dead collection Each with their own special traits and 
mannerisms that make them unique, pinned to a stage and splayed with their arms open wide, every single 
crack in their shell displayed for the entire world to see, the particularly gruesome ones accentuated with 


makeup. 


After Nicole gifts him a creepy-ass china doll as a housewarming present, bleached white and cracking with 
big, disturbingly human green eyes and a small, painted on pink mouth that was given to her by her 
grandmother and she swears up and down that it used to move around her bedroom at night, as she huddled 


under the blankets and didn't dare check, he spends their first night in the new house coked out of his head, 


jumping at sudden noises and checking behind the bathroom curtain for small twinkling eyes every time he has 


to take a piss. 


He decides it's time to start a new collection. He has the money for it, after all. Curses and ghosts have 
always appealed to him more than they appealed to other people, their horror translating into fascination for 
him. He gets one of the intern kids from the label on witch hunting duty, scouting the land for curiouser and 
curiouser objects that Nikki can delight and scare the shit out of his party guests with, and doesn't even feel 
guilty when he finds out that the kid's new nickname is Warlock, job hazards and all that. 


And so, he buys a furry-stringy thing thats allegedly the preserved tail of Satan, renowned witch Agnes 
Waterhouse's cat, from some old lady in Yorkshire that sends it with a magazine of knitting patterns as a gift, 


and he buys old books that supposedly belonged to the Salem Witches. 


He has the perforated skull of a mental patient, trepanned in the early thirties to increase the brain blood 
volume and cure dementia precox, next to the sink in the bathroom, and he uses the hole drilled in the center 


of the forehead to keep his toothbrush. 


He gets the axe said to be the one Lizzie Borden used to chop her parents to pieces and hangs it over his 
bedroom door. He's always felt something of a kinship with Lizzie, but he honestly tries not to think so much 
about that. 


When Warlock phones him with word that the guitar belonging to legendary Robert Johnson surfaced in some 
garage sale in a small town somewhere in Louisiana, Nikki doesn't need to be told twice about how the ghost of 
the infamous blues guitar picker inhabits it before he says yes, and throws money in it's general direction. He 
then buries his head back between someone's tits and promptly forgets he ever came out. 


By the time it arrives at his doorstep, he's already forgotten he even ordered it. The bell rings, and Nicole is 


no longer here to answer, so he gets up and opens the door, but there is no one there. 


He almost closes it, cursing the neighborhood kids under his breath, but his eyes are inexorably pulled 
downwards, almost against his will: there, looking as if it's been there all along, lies a beat up guitar case, all 
rusty hinges, peeling leather and dust, with a note stuck to it, handwriting shaky and hurried like the ramblings 
of a drunken spider dipped in red ink. In a daze, he lifts it from the ground by one untrustworthy looking 
handle, and walks back inside the house. 


The door slams shut behind him with the force of all the air being sucked out of the atmosphere with a 


wheezing sound. 


Startled, Nikki stares at the door for a few seconds, then shrugs, and leaves the guitar on the couch for later 


further inspection. He never finds it again. 


In retrospective, he should have been more concerned by that. 


December, 1981 
Right now 


"Why do you only buy lemons and ice-cream?" 
Karen is going to work. 


She's wearing her smart heels and a beige outfit. So professional, with her hair pulled up in a bun. She looks 
out of place surrounded by the dirt and decay of Nikki's room, forcing the disgust at the smell out of her 


face out of fierce politeness. 


He doesn't know how he looks, because he doesn't turn on the light when he goes to the bathroom anymore, so 
that he doesn't have to catch a frightening eyeful of himself. He can imagine, though. He has a very good 


imagination 


His clothes don't fit him anymore, his bones stick out under his skin, almost as if they were about to pierce 
trough. He's seen the look in Karen's soft eyes before she looks away: she's appalled, scared. She can't stand 
the sight of him. She looks at him for a second then averts her eyes, worrying the hem of her blouse with 


nervous fingers. He's been on the end of that look before. 
He's strung out again. Hooray for fulfilled prophesies. 


He doesn't tell Karen that he hasn't eaten anything but the occasional spoonful of ice-cream in a week, or that 
he needs the lemons to cook his Persian dope. He mumbles something about coming down with the flu and tea 


and having a sweet tooth, and buries himself under his pile of blankets and dirty clothes. 


He waits a few minutes, until he hears her heels clicking down the hallway, before he shoots up his first fix of 
the day and ceases to exist. 


He's junk sick, the nausea coiling in his stomach, the back of his throat. His eyeballs are popping out of their 
sockets, his skin is on fire. He's sweating. He's going to die. 


Nope. Just throw up. 


Few things in the world are worse than throwing up when there's just nothing there to let go off. Nikki kneels 
on the cold, wet tile next to the toilet and dry heaves for what feels like forever. When he's done, he rests his 
cheek on the toilet seat and breathes. His wretched ragged breaths the only sounds in the darkness other than 
the rhythmic pitter patter of water dripping somewhere nearby, echoing in the stillness of the house. 


"Well, this is kind of a turn off" a deep, vaguely familiar voice rumbles from somewhere outside, carrying 


through the open bathroom door ". Partied hard last night?" 


The lights come on and Nikki blinks up at the figure leaning on the doorsill, all red hair and faded jeans and 
Rolling Stones t-shirt. Isn't he cold? Nikki's cold. But then again, he's always cold. 


"Axl?" he croaks, sounding minutes away from the grave. 


"Aw my gawd, Nikki Sixx remembers ma name!" he says in mock swooning delight, hand coming up to grip his 


supposedly racing heart. 


"What are you doing here?" He looks weird in civilian clothes, like he doesn't quite fit in the real world: a rare 


bird pulled away from it's one true habitat. 

"You called me" he says, walking inside and making a beeline for the skull next to the sink, stepping over Nikki on 
the way "You didn't sound that well on the phone. | speak fluent Junkienese, though. It comes handy at times. 
But this is kinda beyond what | expected” 


"How'd you get in here?" 


"Your babysitter let me in’ Axl says, holding the skull in both hands, looking like he's appalled but morbidly 
fascinated "This is fucked up" 


"Hey, someone drilled that while the guy was alive. Thaf is fucked up" Nikki argues. Axl raises an eyebrow and 
wiggles the skull, making the toothbrush jiggle noisily. Nikki rolls his eyes "Why are you here? Seriously, I'm kind 
of in the middle of something" 


"You are 29" Axl says, reluctantly returning his makeshift maraca back where it belongs "And no one called 


you. Cheers" 
Nikki splutters "How d'you know that?" 
Axl grimaces, shuffling his feet in second hand embarrassment "You told me, on the phone" 


Nikki groans, letting his face fall forward on the toilet seat, hoping his skull will crack open and he'll die just so 
he'll have a way out of this conversation. 


"Thank you" Nikki says, because that's his first birthday greeting ". Twenty nine sorry-ass years since the day 


my face rubbed my mother's vagina" 


"And we return to the topic of mommy issues. Paging Dr. Freud’ Axl calls out theatrically as he sits on the 
edge of the bathtub. Nikki flips him off "You smell like a trashcan, Sixx" 


And that, Nikki cannot argue. He can't remember the last time he had enough sense of self to get up and 
shower or at least brush his teeth at least for vanity's sake, but it seems his pride's been forfeited in the 


face of his compulsion. After all, he's lying on the floor clinging to his toilet while talking with a gorgeous man 
he once fucked, but he can't bring himself to care. He just wants to sleep. 


"Did you come here for anything else other than to insult me?" 


"Frankly, | came here to fuck, but judging by the string of vomit clinging to the side of your mouth and the 


way your clavicle seems to weight more than you, you are not in the mood" 

Nikki chuckles "Touché" 

Axl clears his throat then, as if preparing for something, and Nikki fights the urge to cringe, because the last 
time he saw this man, they were equals. The image of Axl spread out underneath him, thrashing in pleasure, is 
still burned to Nikki's retinas. But they are not equals anymore, are they? Nikki's hit rock bottom, and he 
knows it. And this is where the long monologue comes, here comes the speech about how he has to look at his 
life and look at his choices, and what is he doing to himself, doesn't he love himself at all? He'd thought at 
least he'd be spared this from a fucking kid that swallows whiskey by the mouthful, but it appears he was 


wrong. Here's another hopeless romantic trying to be a cursed man's salvation. 


| brought you cake" Axl blurts out, nearly no space between the words, like he's trying to get rid of them as 


fast as he can 
"What" 


"Cake. There is a birthday, therefore there is cake" the redhead says slowly, as if talking to a small child or a 


really,really stupid person, and throws a towel at Nikki's head ". Come on. Shower, then cake" 

Nikki really must have sounded pathetic on the phone. 

"Are you going to sing me happy birthday, too?" 

"Of course. Get up" Axl says, nudging Nikki with his foot like a dead squirrel, but Nikki won't budge. 

"Why?" Nikki asks, looking up at Axl's chiseled, angelic features that look out of place on a man like him. 
"Because l'm already here, and | already brought you cake. Since I'm not getting sex out of this, at least you 
are gonna fucking eat it" another nudge, more like a kick ". Besides, that poor girl downstairs looks like she's 
gonna cry" 

Nikki grins "Aw, such a gentle soul" 


"Fuck you. Come on" 


And Nikki really should have gotten up on his own, because Axl grips him like an old rag and shoves him in the 


tub, turning the nearest nub and laughing maniacally when Nikki squeals at the spray of freezing cold water. 


There is, in fact, cake. Chocolate and strawberry, Nikki's favorite, and Axl glares at him until he's eaten enough 
of it that he thinks he's near diabetic coma. Karen laughs nervously and comments on Nikki's sudden sweet 


tooth, and Nikki still doesn't have the heart to tell her that there's no such thing when she looks so relieved 


"This house is horrible" Axl comments, dragging his eyes over the high ceilings and down the arching columns. 


Karen flinches, but he pays her no mind ". Its beautiful, but its horrible" 
Nikki shrugs. 
"Most beautiful things are deadly" he murmurs ". My own, custom made coffin" 


Axl raises a ginger eyebrow that lets Nikki know that he has limited tolerance for his shit, and Nikki smiles for 


the first time in a while. 
Before he leaves, Axl gives him a look, and Nikki's heart stutters. Those green eyes are fatal. 


"I have enough junkies in my life, Sixx" and with that cryptical comment, he leaves. Nikki is ninety percent sure 
he has Karen's number in his back pocket, and that's why he stares as the redhead as he walks away past the 
dead plants and into his car. 


"Well, fuck" Nikki says, closing the door on the outside world and locking himself up in his den once more, 


darkness settling around him like a shroud. 


Disaster builds up around him as he sleeps like death for the rest of the day and long into the night, blind in 
the eye of a tornado, blissfully unaware in the belly of the beast. 


The trip to Tokyo is a blur. The gigs and the girls and the booze blur together, and there is no dope, and his 
age old suspicions are confirmed: heroin was never the problem, but him. He's like his horrifying china doll, 


whitening and cracking in the sunlight, all that's left of him that's real are his unbearable, too human eyes. 


Coming back home is no better. He's falling apart at the seams and he knows it, he sees it in the faces of the 
people around him, their horrified fascination as he dies a slow death of a thousand cuts. At least he's always 
been honest with himself about his morbid curiosity, and he hates these people for trying to mask their 
sinister interest with concern. 


He goes out with Slash, because he likes the kid and because maybe there is a glimmer of hope in him that 
he'll see Axl, if only to be looked at with a raised eyebrow and disgust instead of horrid pity, but there is no 
such luck. Instead, there are staggering amounts of cocaine and his darling honey white. Then, he dies. 


But then he wakes up, and he aches in places he never knew existed. He hitches a ride home from the hospital 


before they even know he's gone, he can feel his house calling its master back with open arms even in the 
distance. He changes the recorded message on his answering machine and shoots up, and everything is 


wonderful. 


Hi, IM NOT HERE BECAUSE I'M DEAD. BEEEEEEEEP 


He thought that he'd at least feel different after what happened yesterday, like a person who goes through a 
near death experience and comes out with some unique wisdom or eye-opening affirmation. After all, he went 


through an actual death experience, for the second time, no near hits. 


Instead, it's been a decidedly anti-climactic affair and he's still just his usual uncomfortable self. A monster 
that doesn't quite fit inside the skin it was given. Oh, well 


After listening to every single voicemail left on his machine, ranging from tearful messages of concerned love 
to angry diatribes about learning not to fuck with the people that love him, goddamn it, the sinister cloud 


around him disperses for a few seconds of clarity. 


He spreads all his options out on the table and ponders them for long hours before making a choice. No more 
depression, no more moping around, no more squatting down in his little dying hole and calling it home: he's done 
with that, done with hating himself and done with hiding from his own flaws with heroin. He's going cold turkey, 
and this time he's staying fucking clean. 


Around him, the house seems to shrug. 


There is a knock on the door, and Karen isn't here to answer. She's gone out to get Christmas stuff, because 
she says that this year they have a lot to celebrate. Nikki doesn't really think so, but he humors her because 
she cried a lot after he died. 


Nikki opens the door and reveals a gorgeous, scowling creature that looks like an angel but can't possibly be, 


not with the way he glares, fists clenching and unclenching at his sides even when the light on the porch 


makes his hair glow like a halo around his head. 


"Well, hello there" Nikki says, leaning on the door, grinning because Christmas came early this year, and his 


resolutions are not going unrewarded". It's rude not to leave a message when people die" 


Nikki swears he can see Axl's red hair curling from the steam that's coming out of his ears. He doesn't say 


anything, but he punches Nikki hard enough to make him stagger a few steps backward, clutching his jaw. 


"Fucker" Axl growls, and then throws himself at Nikki for a harsh, painful kiss. Nikki shuts the door with a 
flailing kick and wonders, not for the first time, what it is about aggressive redheads that make him so fucking 


horny. 


| see you wanted to deliver your message in person, huh" Nikki murmurs, lip curling up on the side, and then 
he drags Axl further inside the house and kisses him hot and nasty, the way he's been wanting to do since he 
rolled out of Axis bed the morning after the last show, wanting to push the cocky bastard beyond the limits 
of control. Axl pushes back, sliding his hands onto Nikki's hips and dragging their cocks together. He is 
immediately, achingly hard. 


"Maybe | just wanted find out if your dick still works" Axl says breathlessly ". Always wanted to fuck a dead 
guy" 


"Now who has issues?" Nikki says, and groans when he peels away Axl's flannel to find a Motley t-shirt 
underneath it, that Motley shirt, and swears he'll make the cocky little fucker pay. Axl laughs at him even as 
he's dragged to the bedroom like a lion's prey being hauled to the den of the beast. 


Despite the pain of withdrawal, the slow process of patching up bruised friendships and the aching of having to 
grieve for whatever person he could have been, had he not been such a fuck up, leaving the house is still the 
hardest thing to do. He's fallen in love with his mausoleum, with it's high ceilings and brocaded doorknobs, but 
if he's going to start over, he's going to do it well. 


He packs up the last few years in neat boxes, and prepares himself to move on. 


"You sure you wanna get rid of this?" Tommy says, lifting a cheap glass ashtray with a burned bottom: the 


first improvised crack pipe they ever made. 


Nikki recruited his drummer and Karen to help him sort out what's becoming a part of his new life and what 


isn't, and he's glad he did it. He never would have been able to do this on his own. There are so many 


memories here, so many things he feels he should keep forever, even if they were probably what was killing 
him in the first place. 


He looks at the piece of glass, swiped from a classy bar in their early twenties, and smiles. 
"Actually-" 


"--Yeah, he's sure" Axl says, cutting him off and enduring the double puppy look that's turned on his direction 
as he grabs the ashtray and throws it in a box. He's the only one that doesn't wince when they hear it 
cracking ". Anything that isn't books, booze or clothes is going in the trash" 


"But-" 
"No. Don't get creative. Now is not creative time. Now is books, booze and clothes time. Chop chop" 


Axl would have been an outstanding slave driver, Nikki figures, because with only three people at his disposition 
he manages to reduce all of Nikki's years of accumulated junk into two piles: Thrash and New House, the first 

much bigger than the second, and all in the span of one morning. He's leaving for tour tonight and he wants to 
get Nikki's shit sorted out because he doesn't trust Nikki with it, which is.. actually a very sound point. Nikki 


wants to keep everything, even the broken needles under his bed. 
"The skull clearly has to go" Karen says, holding it up by the toothbrush. 


"Nah, the skull stays" Axl says, pointing Karen to a big box labeled Spooky Shit ". Its part of a prized collection, 


you know" 
Tommy laughs, and Nikki is in love. 


When they find, in the bottom of a closet somewhere in the second floor, a guitar case smothered in dust and 
lazy spider webs, Nikki doesn't think twice about putting it on the New House pile. 


Nikki stands in front of the imposing house for a few minutes, his Heroin House, the one that keeps his 


secrets, and bids it farewell. As they drive away, he doesn't look back. 


If he had looked back, he'd have noticed the way the house seemed to breathe a sigh of relief, all it's sharp 
edges smoothing, as a ray of sunlight burst through the clouds to hit the pristine white walls, making the 
building glimmer like a jewel. If he had looked back, he would have noticed the dead trees beginning to sprout 
new leaves, and the birds settling on the roof and the windowsills for the first time in forever, the cursed land 


slowly regaining more sweltering life as the evil that inhabited it sails towards its new home. 


the hands resist him 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter number twol! The horror continues! as does the sex, of course. that is quite possibly the most 
important part. 


At the end of Heroin Diaries, Nikki says he moved to a place called Hidden Hills, which sounded really creepy to 
me but then i looked it up and it is like a celebrity suburb, so that's where the house is. 


Let me know what you think! 


The thing about the Heroin House was that he didn't even look at pictures of it before buying it: Nicole chose 
it for him. Just like everything else in recent years of his life, it was bestowed upon him and he just didn't 
give enough of a fuck to even check it out before signing the check. 


Since he's doing things right now, and taking responsibility for his shit and solving his own problems, Nikki made 
a conscious decision when buying the new house. He researched the market and collected an array of plausible 
options and set out to check each one before making a choice. That he bought the first house he checked out 


was pure coincidence, really, and no laziness on his part whatsoever. 


The New House is a gorgeous thing from the beginning of the century, two stories and an attic but built 
partially into the slope of the hill so that the ground floor is on two separate levels and the windows don't 
match up, a newer and kinda random addition of a sunroom with a pond that has actual fish in it on the west 
side. It has two parlors plus two studies, one of which would make for a great music room, four bedrooms, 
each with their own bathroom, and something the realtor tried to market cheerfully as a “brunch nook" that 
is just a big, tasteless bay window offering a panoramic view at the garden, at which point Nikki had been so 
ready to not be around her and her nasal voice anymore that he simply wrote out a check. For such an 
oversized, rambling house set on six acres of land, atop a hill overlooking the city, it was an astonishingly 


inexpensive bid. 
So, he solved his problem by throwing money at it, but he fucking solved it. So there. 


What Nikki doesn't know is this: the house he's moved into has a name, has a history dating back almost a 
century, and has been empty for over fifteen years-for good reason, most would say. The celebrity residents 
of the exclusive neighborhood don't like to look at Silentheights, brooding up there in the hills. It's too old- 
fashioned, too uneven, too large, full of too many memories and with plenty of space for them to grow roots 
and twigs and leaves of black ink on the floors and walls. When word started to spread that someone was 
buying it, everyone hoped it would be razed to the ground, making space for a new, more sophisticated and 
less ominous mansion for the rich and powerful. The realtor who showed Nikki the property nearly quit her job 
the morning of, rather than set foot inside. No one knows the real story-or if they do, they're not sharing- 


but in that way that all old houses are talked about under the breath, only in passing, everyone agrees: 


Silentheights is haunted. 


I's not that anyone died a tragic death pummeling down from the wide upstairs windows to splatter on the 
driveway like a bag of meat, or was gruesomely murdered in any of the wide parlors. No wife was beaten to 
death by an enraged husband in the master bedroom, and no child was smothered in it's crib by a mother 
suffering of temporary insanity. And the house itself, though it definitely needs work, is normal enough, if you 
excuse the oddities of its placement on the landscape: ivy running upwards towards the slanted roofline, huge 
regal front door, long driveway-even though the driveway is little more than a dirt track, and Nikki's 
motorcycle struggles to keep its wheels. There shouldn't, logically, be anything wrong with Silentheights at all 
It's just an old house. 


So when Nikki strolls inside with his skeptic eyes, hinting at a heavy past, the house doesn't worry. Here is 
another one trying to own what not even the elements can claim, another one who knows the price of 
everything and the value of nothing. He'll be out by the end of the week, clutching at his eyes for fear of 


what cannot be unseen. 


But then something else walks in or, more accurately, is carried inside. Something covered with swathes of old 
tales and lies and horror. Something stinking of a lost soul. Something Silentheights recognizes as kin and yet as 
something that is completely different, something foreign, something new. 


The thing about Silentheights is that it is nothing but an old house. But that's precisely the trouble: its an old 
house, a house that has seen history, a house that has stood exactly the same while the city changed and the 
world changed and its inhabitants grew old, up on the hill. Waiting. Watching. Accumulating time like sand, until 
the very floorboards and joists struggle with the weight of nearly a hundred years. A house like that, once it 


fills up, leaves no space for anything else. 


When the guitar crosses the threshold, nothing happens. There is no sudden swish of air or feeling like copper 
in the back of one's throat, like something otherworldly is taking place. Nothing happens, as the guitar is 
unceremoniously propped against a wall. But down underground, beneath the foundations, something ugly stirs. 


"Why is it that you can't buy a normal house?" Axl asks morosely. He's sitting on the brunch nook, as Nikki's 
taken to calling it in his head despite conscious effort not to, knees drawn to his chest as he looks at the 
sunken garden critically through the window "You have financial advisors and an almost unlimited budget and 
you still managed to buy the creepiest house in California. Calfornia Where everything is sun and sea and 


fucking butterflies. Look at the garden. Look at it" 


Axl points at it with an all encompassing gesture and Nikki obligingly takes a look, squinting at the glare. The sun 
is finally up where it's supposed to be. Like a good slave driver, Axl insisted that they unpack all of Nikki's shit 
as soon as they arrived from packing all that shit up in the first place, not even letting them sit down or eat 

anything. They've been up from some ungodly hour in the morning, hauling stuff around, and Nikki's back wants 


to murder him, as do Tommy and Karen, who left in search of food. Nikki's starting to suspect T-bone fell 
asleep at the wheel and wrapped them around a lamp pole, because they've been gone for a while, but at least 
the new house is ready to be lived in 

It's a perfectly good garden" he says, stifling a yawn. 

"To put a cemetery in’ Axl argues. The motherfucker doesn't even look sleepy ". I's even divided in lots" 
“That's cause it's for an orchard" 

"To plant dead people" 

"No" Nikki huffs out a laugh, sitting down ramrod straight. His back is armed and dangerous and every time he 
tries to relax it waves around a dozen knives and hisses "Vegetables. You know, carrots and tomatoes. They 


have those in Indiana, right?" 


Axl raises an eyebrow "Nikki Sixx, the gardener? That doesn't sound very rock'n roll. And tomatoes are a fruit, 
green boy" 


Nikki shrugs, and immediately regrets it. His shoulders are having a turf war with his back and his neck is 
caught in the cross fire "Ok, maybe the occasional dead body" 


"That's more like it” Axl says, sliding onto Nikki's lap with a lascivious grin 
‘I'm starting to think you just like me for my sociopathic qualities" 
"It would seem that deranged psychopaths make for a really good fuck" 


"Maybe its just the fact that serial killers turn you on’ Nikki says, looking down pointedly at Axl's t-shirt, 
which has a mug shot of Ted Bundy with Ladies Man written under it. In glitter. 


"Says the guy who sleeps in a room that has Lizzie Borden's axe hung above the door like some kind of lucky 


charm" 
"Hey, don't diss Lizzie. She was a woman ahead of her time" 


"Far be it from me from implying | never held an axe in my hand and thought of chopping up my step father," 
Axl concedes, wrapping arms around Nikki's neck and grinding down on his crotch, making him groan "but my 


point stands. Hypocrite" 


Nikki starts to raise his hands to try and find purchase somewhere on his lapful of redhead, which turns out 
to be a mistake, because his back chooses this moment to commit mutiny and announces it with a throb of 


pain that runs up and down his spine like needle points and makes him whine pitifully. Axl stills as Nikki buries 


his face on his shoulder. 


"That was not a good sound" he says, and Nikki groans, because he can feel the laughter that's bubbling up in 


Axl's chest ". Your back is out, old man?" 


Nikki lifts his head as fast as the pain radiating from his lower back allows and scowls at him. Axl laughs in his 


face. 


"Your concern is overwhelming" Nikki grits out "Maybe if | hadn't been hauling fucking crates around all 


morning because someone dreams of being a dictator I'd be ok right now" 


"It was just boxes!" Axl says, wiping tears of mirth away from his eyes "Maybe you offended the sex gods, 
what with all your dying and resurrecting and shit" 


Nikki drags his mouth over Axl's chest, across his collarbone, over his shoulder and up along his neck, making 
him moan and sigh but, most importantly, shut the fuck up. Tommy and Karen are coming back any moment 


now, and Axl is leaving tonight. They have a schedule to keep up with, goddamn it. 
"Wanna keep talking or d'you wanna inaugurate the new bed?" he asks, looking up through his lashes. 


Axl wets his lips with a lascivious, purposeful swipe of his tongue and muscles Nikki into the bedroom and 


sucks his cock for what seems like forever, with a slow, sensual drag of lips and tongue: a kind of torture. 


Nikki loves it. 


Its not that Nikki is suddenly some kind of sage of human psychology, but it seems to him that Axl has a bit 
of a perverse preference for sucking Nikki off. It's more of a sick power play thing for him, though, Nikki 
suspects, than about giving pleasure. That would quite possibly be a problem with any other guy, but it's ok 
with Nikki, because he loves having Axl sucking his dick. It's a win-win, really. Axl's tongue is fucking criminal. 


Nikki's always been a bit of a control freak. Ok, a major control freak. He's used to being in command, used to 
taking and staking claim and owning, no questions asked, and he's always been very conscious of that. He knows 
that it's not good, that need he has for keeping tabs on people. It's certainly cost him more than one 
relationship, but it's not something about himself that he's ever been willing to change. Staying in control is the 
only way he has of making sure he's not falling apart. 


That has always translated to his sex life as a kind of startling need for dominance that he can't seem to give 
up, like if he were to give himself away he'd be giving another person a power over him that no one should 


have. 


The problem is that Axl is probably an even bigger control freak than he is, a wild thing made of cycles of 
rage and mania that's would rather lose his neck rather than be leashed. It's exciting, to a degree, like all newly 
discovered things. It's not that Nikki's never met anyone willing to challenge him, because he has, but Axl has a 
way of getting under Nikki's skin that Nikki's not precisely comfortable with. Nikki's domineering urges are 


reflected back at him in Axl's face, in his inexorable touch and the way he's never really submissive, not even 
when he's pinned down and being pounded on and Nikki-well. He's still not sure how he feels about it. 


Not that he's about to complain, when Axl pins him down, and Nikki lays there, sobbing, needing to come so bad 
he's afraid something in his head will explode, until Axl finally lets him come, shuddering, cock jerking in Axl's 
mouth. In the lazy afterwards he lays on his side with Axl's back pressed to his chest and allows his hands to 
be directed, and he's not so good at lying to himself that he'll deny that the way Axl grips Nikki's wrist tightly 
and directs the action while he gets a leisurely hand job is almost as erotic as the act itself, almost as 
appealing as the flush that tinges pale skin, or the heavy moans that seem to burrow under Nikki's skin 


As he lingers on the tangled sheets, listening with his eyes closed to Axl singing Did You No Wrong while he 
takes a shower, complete with faint British accent, Nikki wonders at the strange turn of events that landed 
him in this situation. They are not in a relationship, because-no. And they are not friends with benefits, 
because they'd have to be friends for that and they are not. The only term left would be fuck buddies, but it 
leaves out that strange urge Nikki's been having lately of picking up the phone and laying out his ruminations 
of the day to be dissected under the light of intelligent green eyes. 


Mainly what Nikki sort of regrets is that Axl will be gone from his life before he even has a chance of 
figuring this whole thing out: 


‘Going down, down, out of my heeeaaad! Axl sings, punctuating the words by slapping the shower curtain "/ did 


you no wrong!" 

Nikki grins, stretching his worn out muscles and deciding to stop pondering tough subjects for the day, because 
he's in his new house and he's starting a new life and he has no idea what the future holds, so worrying is 
just a waste of time. He's still not quite comfortable in his own skin, but he feels like he's getting there. 
"That's actually not half bad" 

Nikki yelps, nearly falling off the bed in his haste to pull the sheets up to cover his naked body, and glares at 
Tommy, who's creeping like a fucking creeper with a big grin on his face, bobbing his head to the beat of the 
imaginary song. 

"Fucking hell, man," Nikki hisses, reaching for his shirt "Can't you knock?" 

Tommy shrugs and leans against the door. "I was hoping to catch you and Little Red having sex." 

Nikki gapes at him. 


And then sighs. 


Ever since he started sleeping with Axl, Tommy's ultimate mission in life is to catch them fucking. It doesn't 


need to be actual cock-in-ass fucking as long as someone's dick is out and the other someone is doing things to 


In a particular unfortunate event when he almost caught them, Nikki had Axl's dick in his mouth. On the floor 
behind the counter in the kitchen of the Heroin House, he had Axl's dick in his mouth and he was loving it. He 
couldn't get enough of it, of the way Axl whimpered when Nikki's tongue swirled just right, the way his fingers 
dug to his scalp, the way he cursed every time Nikki brought him to the edge just to leave him aching for 
relief. He loves it, and it might be a bit of a power thing for him too. 


What Nikki does not love is having the front door slam open as if by a stampede of drunken wild animals 
hollering about how they wrote a new song and almost biting Axl's dick off out of sheer surprise. Good thing 
Tommy was drunk enough that he couldn't find the kitchen right away, so they had a few minutes to finish 
off. Otherwise, Axl would have probably eviscerated him with a butter knife. 


"Don't call me Little Red!" Axl yells from the bathroom. 
"Ok, Little Red!" 
Ill smother you with your own puffy hair, fucker! Shut the fuck up!" 


Wisely, Tommy does, because they all know that in the land Axl comes from all homicide is justifiable before 
three o'clock, and it's still just fucking midday, which is testimony of the ungodly hour Nikki was forced to rise 
from his bed at. 


"Coffee?" he asks Tommy hopefully. 
Tommy grins "And bagels" 


"Sprinkle them with coke, and we'll have ourselves something like a housewarming party" 


Nikki wakes up because he hears the sound of small, bare feet scurrying around on the hallway outside his 


bedroom. 


He was having a good dream, for once, swathed in red hair and dripping with moans and sighs: a replay of the 
afternoon before Axl left for tour, spent wrapped tightly between Axl's long legs and gasping for breath, 
wondering why he can't just like things without becoming addicted to them. 


Nikki'd been reluctant to let him go, tempted to offer any quantity of money needed for the redhead to blow 
his dreams of fortune and fame in favor of staying here and being Nikki's plaything for an unspecified amount 
of time, public image be damned. But he knows, just like he knows Axl would have peeled his face off with his 
teeth had he voiced that suggestion, that the younger man would never be content to just let his illusions go. 


Nikki's seen that hunger before, that need to prove something. There's a reason why he's never liked mirrors. 


He's resigned himself to keep these curious memories like tokens of a moment already gone by, not bothering 


to try and linger on what may have been. He's always been good at that. Axl was just a good way to go from 
being a junkie to stopping, a good distraction: a way of keeping thoughts of heroin as far away from his mind 
as they could possibly be with careful application of lips and tongue. 


What did he expect? That they'd have a relationship? That's not the way that it works for people like them. 
Besides, he now has his house to keep him occupied, with it's old rooms and garden, even if he still cant make 


sense of how to the fuck growing vegetables works. 


The house wasn't advertised as furnished and yet the longer he stays here-going on three weeks, now-the 
more furniture he finds, tucked away under threadbare sheets in the attic, more furniture than that small 
space should be able to hold As soon as he checks a few of the things out, he calls Karen and cancels his 
orders of new furniture-everything he needs is right there, covered in dust. Old futons and desks with delicate 
woodwork, a couch with an incredible embroidery pattern, antique clocks and even an antique wood dartboard 
complete with brass throwing darts. It's like the attic read his mind and suddenly grew everything he wanted in 
the span of a night. 


And then there are days when it's three in the afternoon and he's fallen asleep on the bench next to the pond, 
where he goes to feed the fish and admire their colorful dance across the water while wondering how the fuck 
they are still alive if the house's been empty for so long, to wake up and find everything just a litle bit 
shifted. A chair slightly to the left of its last position Books on a shelf he remembers leaving empty. A line of 
seeds on the soil of the garden he can't remember planting. No matter how hard he tries, he can't remember 
moving the long desk into the front parlor, or how he managed to get the legs to fit through the narrow 


doorway. 
In retrospect, he should probably have been a bit more concerned about that. 


For a second, he thinks maybe the sound was a part of his dream, and allows himself to slowly drift away 
again. He's floating in a hazy mist, but try as he might he can't recapture his previous dream to try and see 
it through. It's ok though, soon enough he's once again cocooned in the arms of sleep, the peaceful night a balm 
for his threadbare nerves. 


And then the sound returns, this time accompanied by the sound of gurgling laughter. Nikki jumps awake, his 
heart hammering in his chest, fixing wide eyes on his bedroom door and slowly lowering them to the crack 


under it. 
The hallway light is on. 


Swallowing hard, Nikki lets his feet dangle of the side of the bed, hissing at the cold. His china doll stares at 
him from the chair next to the door like he's something interesting, and he rolls his eyes at himself for being 
a spineless idiot, resolving to go check what the noise was and putting on a sweater to stand winter's chill. As 


a last second thought, he steps on the chair and retrieves Lizzie's axe from over the door, just in case. 


He opens the door and sticks his head out, checking both ways, dead end on one side and stairs on the other 


end. The damp chill that's settled everywhere is at odds with the warm light of the hallway. Slowly, Nikki 
gathers courage and steps out of his room, following his ears and having a hard time differentiating what's 
actual noise and what he's imagining. He realizes after a few seconds that the house has fallen silent, and what 
he thinks he hears is nothing but the echoes of his own overexcited imagination. By the time he reaches the 
bottom of the stairs, he's convinced himself that whoever designed the house probably knew jackshit about 


electrical engineering and that's why the lights seem to turn on on their own. 


Annoyed with himself, he does a quick scan of the house, sticking his head in the studies and bedrooms, 
turning on every light switch he comes across. Once he's checked both parlors and even looked out the bay 
window at the nook, he allows his hands to unclench from around the handle of the axe and sighs in relief. 


There is nothing here, he's just nuts, as usual. 


He turns off the lights as he comes across them, swinging Lizzie's axe by his side, making it clink on every 
step of the stairs. When he reaches his hallway, he makes to turn off the light, but out of the corner of his 
eye he sees something that has him freezing into spot with his hand poised on the light switch, his heart 
picking up speed to try and move around his suddenly frozen blood. 


The attic stairs are pulled down, even though he hasn't gone up in two days. 


Nikki looks at it with wide eyes, trying to rationalize the situation and turning up empty handed. He considers 
locking himself in his room and hiding under his bed, but quickly discards the idea on the basis that it's fucking 
stupid. 


Out of sheer principle, he refuses to call out hello, is there anybody there? like he's in some kind of bad, poorly 
thought out horror flick. Instead, he makes his way to the stairs and climbs up, fingers tightening around the 


axe handle in a white knuckle grip. 


Everything in the attic manages to be covered in filth, no matter how many times Nikki's dusted it. The small, 
cluttered place is illuminated by a single light bulb hanging from the low ceiling, casting everything in tones of 
light yellow. There's no one here. 


He runs his hand over the lump of a chair draped in faded red and cream paisley sheets, the one he's been 
thinking about moving down the living room, and gazes thoughtfully at each object in the room, his mind 


grasping for an explanation. 


And then it happens. Like a moth to a flame, his eyes are drawn to the only other pair of eyes in the room, 
black as the night and swathed in shadows, glimmering under the light with a glare that's piercing yet not 


accusing: a glare that seems to capture his and set Nikki's very soul ablaze with fear. 


tobucket 


———— 
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The boy's eyes are like black holes, and Nikki can feel himself being pulled closer. It's like gravity, like an 
inexorable drag. He wants to run back down the stairs and into his bed, where he can hide under the covers 
and pretend this was all a bad dream, nothing but a fixture of his imagination. Isolation is not good for you, it 
makes you see things. Surely that's what this is. Surely he's not walking towards those terrifying eyes, his 
feet hauling him closer, the axe head dragging behind him like an anchor with a whirring screech, leaving marks 
on the floorboards. 


Its a taste in the back of his mouth, coopery and bright and a little bit sour. The light bulb casts odd shadows 
over the painting's lines, making the hands twitch and beckon, making the doll move her head with a cracking 
sound, void-like eyes pinning on him. Making the boy's painted on lips seem to curl into a slow smile like the 


edge of a knife. 


The telephone rings with a thunderous noise, and Nikki wakes up gasping for air, covered in sweat and tangled in 
the sheets that stick to his skin like strips of Velcro. His china doll is still sitting there, looking at him, and 


Lizzie's axe is hung over the door, unmoved from where Tommy placed it. 


It was a dream. Just a dream. Nothing more. A killer nightmare concocted by his tattered brain, still trying to 


cope without heroin, and his overactive imagination. 

Outside of Nikki's head, the telephone keeps ringing on the bedside table, hollering for attention. 
Nikki licks his lips, and picks it up. 

"Hello?" he says, cursing the slight tremble in his voice. His hands can't seem to stop shaking. 
"Hey, Sixx" the voice at the other end greets, raspy and at the edge of a smile. 

Nikki's eyes widen in surprise. 

"Axl?" 


"Yeah" Axl says, and Nikki can imagine him swatting his hair away from his face like a fly "You ok, man? You 


sound kind of weird" 


‘lm fine" Nikki assures, trying to make his pounding heart return to it's normal pace. He still feels like he's 


caught in the nightmarish vision, like he's still at edge of a dream ". Why are you calling me?" 


A pause. Then "| read this thing about how recovering drug addicts tend to have suicidal tendencies, and | just 
got this image stuck in my head of you sticking your head in the oven, so | just thought I'd check" 


"At three in the morning?" 
Its not three in the morning, Sixx, it's barely ten o'clock" the frown is practically audible. 


Nikki checks the clock on his bedside table, and frowns. He was absolutely sure he'd gone to sleep at two am, 


but the clock reads ten. Did he sleep the whole day away? 
He scratches absently at his chest "Huh" 


"You sure you're alright?" Axl sounds slightly worried, which is not a tone of voice he's ever heard directed at 


him. 


Nikki nods, blinking slowly. 


"Sixx!"Axl yells, and Nikki jumps, almost dropping the phone. 


"Yeah! Yeah--" he says out loud, startled out of the last dregs of sleep that were trying to cling to his 


consciousness. 


"You just nodded on the phone, didn't you?" Axl asks, and there's laughter somewhere on the other end of the 


line. 
Nikki feels his cheeks heating up, and thanks fuck Axl can't see him "No, | didn’t. Shut up" 
"Yeah, you did" Axl chuckles, and Nikki rolls his eyes. 


"Where are you, anyway?" he asks, mainly to change the subject, but also because something in Axl's voice 
seems to chase away the clamminess that's sticking to his skin like a wistful fog. 


"New York" Axl says, a yawn wrapped around the words "Show's tomorrow night" 


"You should be out partying" Nikki says, and cringes, because suddenly he feels stupidly old, giving sage advice 
to a kid. But Axl's not that much younger than him, just a few years. Maybe it's just the past few months 
that are finally catching up with him, withering his bones and hazing his mind. 


"Yeah" Axl says, then falls silent. 


Nikki swallows, his mouth suddenly dry, because this shouldn't be happening. Axl should be gone from his life, 
completely cut off by now: something that happened a couple of times, a good memory, nothing more. Axl's 
only just starting out and Nikki-well, he's done. He bought his house and he's reading gardening books. He hasn't 
fucked a stranger in months, he hasn't written a song in even longer and he's trying to get rid of his 
sociopathic tendencies. He's sleeping at ten o ‘clock. What's rock'n roll about that? What could Axl possibly see in 
that? 


"Why did you call, Axl?" he asks, trying not to sound like he's having a midlife crisis while still in his twenties. 
But Axl doesn't seem to pick up on anything, his uncanny ability to read minds falling short. 


"You've been clean for a month" he says instead, the smile evident even through the distance "Cheers" 


Nikki's mouth falls open, because it's true. In his effort to use Axl not to think about heroin and then using his 
house not to think about Axl, he completely forgot that he's been clean for a month. An entire month! He can 
still remember the pins and needles of those first few days, that unbearable pain that felt like it was never 
going to stop. The hallucinations and the crying, the depression and the swirling madness.. He forgot. He forgot 
that he's living a new life, and regret will not be a part of it. 


Nikki grins "Hey axl?" 


"Yeah?" 
"What are you wearing?" he asks, waggling his eyebrows even though he knows Axl can't see him. 


Axl huffs out a startled laugh "Phone sex? Seriously? Cause | have to tell you that Duff is on the other bed 


and he'll be scarred for life" 


"Oh, my god" Nikki hears a clearly horrified Duff say, followed by a body tumbling to the floor and the sound 


of glass breaking ". I'm gone. I'll come back tomorrow!" 

A mad dash, and then the sound of a door slamming shut. Then silence. 

"So" Nikki says, making himself comfortable as his heart starts beating faster for all the right reasons. 
"So" 

"What are you wearing?" 


Axl laughs, but then his voice tumbles a few pitches and he starts to speak, his words painting a vivid picture 
with warm brushes inside Nikki's head. 


Concentrated as he is in the cadence of Axl's voice, Nikki doesn't hear another bubbling sound coming from 
somewhere outside his room, somewhere in the darkness of Silentheights: the sparkling, unmistakable sound of 


children's laughter, cheerfully innocent and yet streaked with sadistic delight. 


till H's Gone 
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"You kind of suck at this," says Axl, hazily, sounding sated and content in the afterglow and still being a prick, 
because he's Axl and that's his default setting. Nikki resists the urge to roll his eyes; itd be pointless, without 
Axl here to see him. 

He reaches for the tissues, instead. "You came just fine." 

Axl snorts "Yeah, | made myself come. Who was doing all the talking? Me. You didn't even - " 


"Maybe | couldn't get a word in, edgewise." 


He can practically hear Axl bristling like an annoyed redheaded small dog and the bad thing about phone sex is 
that Nikki can't see him get all angry with his clothes gone, flush creeping up his pale swan neck. 


"Oh. Oh, this means war. Next time, you're doirt all the talkin’, fucker. Lets see you make up excuses, then" 
"You think | can't talk dirty." 


"You can't talk, period. | think the paramedics fried your brain with all that adrenalin and now you don't have a 


pair of neurons to rub together cause--" 


"The next time you're here," Nikki says, mildly "I'm going to fold you in half and fuck you hard until you're 
gasping for air, digging your fingers on my back. And then, I'll flip you over and hold you down by the back of 
your neck and fuck you until | come inside that annoying ass of yours, but | won't let you come until you're 
begging me, with your voice gone raw from screaming my name and making that noise you make-- | fucking 
love that noise, makes me so hot. I'll jerk you off slow, until you cry for it, and I'll suck bruises on your neck, 
cause | know you like to press them with your fingers after. You probably still have the ones | gave you 
before you left, just from pressing them while you jerked off, thinking of me and how bad | am at phone sex" 


Axl's throat clicks. 
Nikki tosses the tissues away. 


"Okay, that was just evil” Axl's voice wobbles. "Also, fuck you." 


"That can be arranged,” Nikki replies, with the same studied mildness. 

"You --" 

"Good night," says Nikki, calmly, and hangs up, satisfied and relaxed and ready for sleep. 

And swears he can still hear Axl throwing the phone across some hotel room in Sacramento. 


Nikki falls asleep with a grin on his face. 


He's cold, cold, cold, and the walls are drifting away from him, the bed is gone- 


He's thrashing on the floor like a fish taken out of the water, exposed to the corrosive air, only there is water 


everywhere, soaking him through to the bone- 


Monstrous creatures clawing at him, tearing through skin and flesh and bone, their claws like daggers dripping 
with acid- 


He screams but nothing comes out of his mouth but the gurgling sound of blood in his throat, his mouth, 
dripping down his chest- 


Its not water, its blood, blood everywhere-- 


--And he wakes up with a choked scream, the phantom feeling of fingers grabbing his face like tendrils of ice 


cold water. 


He forgets about the nightmare almost as soon as he shakes himself awake, nothing left of it but the pounding 
of his heart, because there is a leak on the roof that's pouring rainwater all over his bed Good fucking 


morning. 


He rolls over to smother himself in pillows, groaning, and listens to the pitter-patter of the droplets hitting his 
bedside table. Twelve droplets later, he gets out of bed. The floorboards are cold underfoot. The bedroom 
window sits atop a small rise of hill, and even though he knows he'll get wet, Nikki can't quite resist opening the 


window and sticking his head out like a dog in a car. 


The wind and water hit him almost immediately, soaking through the thin knit of his sweater. The big oak on 
the front lawn lost a branch overnight-he sees it lying halfway across the front walkway. More maintenance, 


Nikki thinks, and steps back inside, closes the shutter. After a shower and breakfast-in the nook, which turned 


out to be the best place in the house-he checks on the leaking roof by opening the door to his room and 
scrunching up his nose, because yeah, there's more leak than roof right now, his bed not much more than 


puddle. 


The roof repairs have just moved to the top of his to-do list. And no matter how many home improvement 
magazines he has read or any number of memories of shop class in high school, that is not something he's 
qualified to do himself. That alone wouldn't normally stop him; it is an extremely high roof, though. He doesn't 
particularly want to break his neck, even if Axl is right: the sunken garden would make an uncamily good 


cemetery. 


The curiously morbid thought wouldn't have bothered him at any other time, since his head tends to be a 
place of shadows and ghouls, but something about the strangeness of a morning soaked in water has him 
turning to look over his shoulder, checking the end of the hallway. He doesn't know why, but he expects the 
stairs to the attic to be pulled down. When he finds they are not, he rolls his eyes at himself, mainly at the 
sudden goose bumps all over his arms, because he's turning into a fucking a pussy. He's a grown-ass man, 


what the fuck is he doing checking corners and keeping all the lights on? 


With a snort, he turns the overhead light off. At the end of the hallway, a shadow stirs to life and wobbles 
like a dark flame in the wind, but Nikki's already turned for the stairs, and doesn't see it take it's first 
tumbling steps towards the light. 


Its not that he's suddenly become some sort of social recluse, but it's just that lately he's been getting a 
taste of privacy. Actual privacy. The kind of privacy people who talk about reinventing themselves and releasing 
their potential talk about. He's never had that before, never actually felt like he could spend time on his own 
and actually make something of it, beyond writing catchy songs for the band and doing drugs. He feels like he's 
been asleep for a decade, like despite all the things he's done, he's been postponing his life for that elusive 


after that never comes. 


And so, he reads all the books he's been piling for so long. He listens to music and spends hours trying to 
imitate Axl's weird dance to very ridiculous results. He discovers he quite likes gardening, despite naysayers. He 
pullulates around his majestic house, discovering and exploring all it's nooks and crevices, checking for hidden 
treasures. Mainly what he finds are broken things that need fixing, but that just gives him more stuff to 
occupy his time with. 


He's become an expert at fixing things with wire and duct tape, but he has a feeling it'll take more than that 
to fix the giant disaster that is his rotten roof. He feels maybe he could complain at the realtor, but frankly 
he doesn't feel like fighting with strangers. He contemplates calling a roofing company, or maybe Karen and 
make her find someone to fix his roof, but that also feels like too much of a bother. His room is practically 
flooded, but rain keeps pouring down by the bucketful and doesn't look like it's stopping anytime soon, so its not 
like he can have people over to do the necessary work. Talking to anyone right now would be stupid and useless. 


He resolves waiting for the rain to stop and then making a few calls. 


Feeling unusually accomplished for someone who hasn't really accomplished anything, Nikki makes himself a cup 
of the weird tea he found hidden inside a wooden box in one of the cupboards and has become his favorite. 
From the sunroom, whose name is not currently applying, he watches the wildflower garden sway in the wind, 
staunch blues and purples against such grey skies, and feels weirdly at peace with his own soul. He wonders if 
this is what hippies feel like all the time, and wonders why the fuck he ever wanted to be metal in the first 


place when this is so much more enjoyable. 


He has a whole list of work that needs doing on the house. The wallpaper in one of the upstairs bedrooms is 
peeling, a combination of years of moisture and sealed windows. The range in the kitchen is temperamental and 
requires its pilot light to be re-lit nearly every week; it goes out at the slightest draft. The back door, 
apparently, doesn't latch properly, which accounts for the draft. The floors in general could use refurbishing; 
there are deep gauges in the wood that Nikki can't account for, and blackened corners on every level, as if the 


house had been on fire at some point, but only enough to char a bit. 


The plumbing could stand to be re-done, so that it doesn't take fifteen minutes of running water to get the 
bath warmed. And then there are heaps of cosmetic things, fixtures that need replacing, cabinets updating; 
someone, presumably the last owner, thought chroming the second-floor bath was a grand idea. Nikki's closed 
the door on that space, can't even stand to look at it. A house like this has to be treasured, rebuilt piece by 
piece, with the proper attention to its history. He has plenty of catalogues and guides to period interiors, but 
even though the house is old enough to merit outside documentation of its history, his own efforts have 
consistently turned up nothing. So Silentheights is, in many ways, a chance for Nikki to re-invent himself, 


however corny that may sound. 

The rain does let up eventually, fading out towards the evening. From the window in one of the guest bed 
rooms, Nikki can look out over the city, the low-lying valley shrouded in fog while up on the hill Silentheights 
stands exposed. On nights like this, when the moon breaks through the clouds and lights up the yard, plants 
swollen fat with water, leaves still dripping, Nikki likes to pretend he is on an island, his own outpost above the 
flood, drawn inwards unto itself-a closed world of his own to do in as he pleases. 


The phone rings, then, and the illusion shatters like a glass of water hitting the floor. 


Sighing, he sits on the bed and picks it up, begging for it to be one of those people who sell pens on the phone 
and not someone from the label checking if he's dead yet again 


"I'm still not dead" he growls, glaring at nothing. 
"Glad to hear that" Axl tells him, deadpan and quite possibly rolling his eyes. 


"Hello" Nikki greets, frowning because Axl's never called two days in a row. Its a part of their unspoken 


agreement that keeps this whole thing, whatever it is, as casual as possible. 


As a general rule, Nikki is never the one who calls. It's always Axl. Firstly because Axl doesn't have a steady 


number, and secondly because this removes from Nikki the responsibility of agonizing over weather he should 
call or not, because its totally out of his hands. He never thought being completely sober would turn him into 
such a wimp, but apparently it happened. He's in something of a self imposed house arrest, always waiting for 
calls that seem to never come, all because he doesn't feel like going out into the real world to try and find 


someore eligible to fulfill his needs, since he and Axl are not in a relationship. 
But he's not a social recluse. He's not. 
"What's up?" 


"Nothing" Axl says, but he doesn't sound right. It's not that he sounds distressed, but the lilt to his words is 
just a little bit off, and that is not like himself at all "I just-" 


Nikki waits, but the other end of the line remains silent. For some reason, Nikki can't help but feel his skin 
crawling with a strange, irrational dread, clutching the receiver to his ear and suddenly feeling like his closed 
off world is a little bit too closed off for his liking. 

"Axl?" 

"| had this weird dream just now" 

"Really?" Nikki chuckles, trying to dismiss a little bit of the odd tension that's piling up in the wire between 
them, in the space between his shoulder blades like a silent stare. Axl's voice sounds faraway and hazy, like 


he's not sure he's even awake but doesn't feel like checking "You called me to tell me your dream?" 


"No, shut up" Axl snaps, but still doesn’t sound like himself. Now he sounds distressed, like he's trying to piece 
together something and the pieces keep drifting away from him "It's just that- there was this" 


He makes a little frustrated noise, and his voice seems to fade off. Outside, the rain picks up again 
Nikki swallows "Axl" 

"Nothing" the other says, almost at the same time, angry and clipped "It's nothing. Forget it" 

"You ok?" 


"Yeah" he says. He does sound ok, like he's dispelled some kind of mist clinging to his words "Yeah, l'm great. 


Let's fuck" 


Nikki lets out a startled laugh. His closed off world opens up then, and the strange feeling crawling all over his 
skin like fire ants lets up in the sudden shattering of the tension "Really? That's it? / had a nightmare, lets 
fuck?" 


"Don't pretend you don't like the idea, you sick fuck" Axl says, and he definitely sounds like himself now, 
cocksure and insulting and brash, and suddenly it feels like the past few minutes of conversation never 


happened "Nightmares and sex are probably all twisted up in that fucked up brain of yours" 

He honestly wants to retort, but his dick sort of twitches then and who the fuck is he kidding? Even if Nikki 
never figures out what the fuck it is he has with Axl, his dick has fallen in love and there is no turning back, 
because even though he hasn't actually gone out to try and get some in the real world, the idea of jerking off 
to Axl's voice from the other end of the fucking country is still more arousing than the thought of actual sex 


with any other person. 


"Why the fuck aren't you here right now?" he growls, setting back against the pillows and hating the fact that 


he's so easy. 
Nikki has needs, okay? Since no one but Axl is currently eligible to fill those needs, there is a lot of frustrated 
pining and a truly staggering amount of phone sex. This, admittedly, has its plus sides-Yeah-but is not proper 


sex. 


The situation is dire, okay? He won't go so far as to say he will wither and die without the healing powers of 
Axl's dick but, again, he's not willing to risk it. 


He expects Axl to tell him he's not the centre of the universe or to stop being such a girl, but all he gets is a 
little grumble "Tell me what you are wearing" 


So Axl's going to stick to his idea of making Nikki do the talking this time. Nikki grins. 

"What do you think I'm wearing?" 

Axl stutters as the sensuous atmosphere splinters "Wha - how am | supposed to know? I'm not psychic!" 
Nikki hums, enjoying himself more than he should. "What do | normally wear? Around this time?" 

"You do realize we haven't known each other that long, don't you?" 

"Oh, you know. It's midnight and its raining and I'm wearing my-thing" 


"Thing," Axl repeats, deadpan and clearly wondering if this might be the most inept attempt at phone-sex in 
the history of telecommunications. Nikki fights the urge to cackle like a hyena in the Serengeti. 


"Huh? Um. You know." 


‘| don't," says Axl through gritted teeth. Nikki rakes his shirt up to expose skin to night air "That's why l'm 


asking you." 


"Whoa, there, cowboy" and his breath shivers out of him on the word, because even the light scrape of his 
own nails through the wiry hair low on his belly feels good when Axl's talking like that "Are you pissed off at 
me?" 


"Sixx" Axl growls, and Nikki shivers with it "What. Are. You. Wearing." 


"Ahh, the full-stops!” Nikki purrs, tracing the hard line of his dick with his thumb "You're definitely mad at me. 


| dunno, babe, doesn't seem like the right mood for phone-sex - " 


"You started it," insists Axl, apparently not caring that he resembles a stubborn eleven-year-old, "and you'll 
finish it" a pause, then ". Stop fucking calling me that" 


Nikki grins "Calling you what, babe?" 

"Sixx" Axl growls. 

"Wow. You're pissed off now." 

"Are you doing this on purpose?" 

Nikki's heartbeat spikes. "Maybe," he answers, smiling a little bit and picturing Axl as he must be right now, 
fuming in some nondescript hotel room, twisting the phone wire between his claw-like fingers "I like pissing you 
off, up close and personal. | miss the scratches and the punches" 

"You are freak You know that, right?" Axl says, and he's fondly exasperated. Nikki grins because he knows that 
tone of voice, its the one people use when they think they are letting him win this one time on account of the 
fact that he's annoying but cute and harmless. What they don't realize is that letting him win once is pretty 
much giving him free reign and he's a greedy, greedy child "Besides, you always complain about the scratches" 
Nikki sighs theatrically "Yeah, well, you don't know what you've got ‘til it's gone. In the wise words of Cinderella" 
If you start singing, | will eviscerate you." 

"Mmm. Talk sadomasochistic to me, baby. Or just sadistic. Ha" 

"Sixx- " 


‘I'm in my Aerosmith T-shirt, by the way. The one you wore? | like to pretend it smells like you." 


Axl pauses then, clearly deciding to cut his losses and trying to make the best of it "And? What else are you 


wearing?" 


"My boxers. The black ones with the skulls" 


"l. don't need that level of detail." 
"Really? How about the detail that I'm hard, then? D'you need that?" 
Axl inhales sharply. 


"Oh, yeah" Nikki hums, hooking his thumb under his boxers and pulling them down "I like making you angry, 
baby. You look so fucking perfect when you're mad" 


"God, you're weird" Axl says, but there is a little hitch in his breath because he won't admit it, but he likes 
hearing about how pretty he is. 


"What does it say about you that you get off on it?" 

“All good things, I'm sure" 

"All good things." Nikki keeps his hand loose and easy on the first stroke, biting his lip and shifting his grip to 
mimic the way Axl does it, that little twist thing at the end that always gets him moaning for it. "God, your 
body, baby, sometimes | just want to eat you. Sink my teeth in and bife" 

‘I've noticed," Axl says thickly, and Nikki grins, because he's turned on enough that he let the nickname slide. 
"Remember before you left? You were so out of it” It'd been amazing- Axl, normally so focused and pushy in 
bed, his body all spread out for Nikki to take and take from, completely unguarded right up until he shot up 


between them. "Had you coming before you even knew what was happening." 


"Sixx-" Axl groans, and the obscene slide of skin on skin can be heard even over his strangled breaths and the 


continuous sound of rain crashing down over the roof. 

"Yeah, like that, just like that," Nikki says, breath hitching as his grip tightens. He's completely hard now, leaking 
like a faucet, imagining Axl's face that last time: shock and heat and that one moment of wild-eyed realization 
before Nikki had him careening over the edge. 

"Fuck" 


"Are you touching yourself?" Nikki asks. He already knows, but there's something about making Axl say it that 


makes him reel with heady arousal. 
"Yeah" and then, because Axl is a little shit, there is the deliberate sound of a bottle being popped open 


Nikki makes an inarticulate sound of frustration, feeling sweat drip down his neck "You little asshole." 


"You love my asshole,” Axl pants, and Nikki hears that little whimper that lets him know he's working the first 
knuckles of his index and middle finger inside of himself, he's gasping at the dry stretch and listening to Nikki 
swear incoherently in his ear with a little grin. "Love it. Want it right now, don't you, babe?" 


"The things I'm going to do to you," Nikki snarls, rough and a little crazed "Fuck!" He really is wet now, the slick 
sheen of it all along his dick and coating his hand. He slips his fingers free and strokes up over the folded skin 

along the crown, getting his hips twitching at the good-too-good feel of them, getting his fingers sloppy with it 
"You think you're the only one who can play dirty? I'll fuck you so hard you'll still be wet and open for me the 


next morning, won't have to do anything, just push you down and slide right in-" 
Axl moans, the sound shooting sparks all over Nikki's skin. 


"You'd like that, wouldn't you," Nikki growls. "Like me pinning you, like not being able to get away, just taking it. 
You'd love it" 


Nikki is getting close, he can feel it, and he scratches over his nipple a little harder than he meant to and the 


deep burn shocks a little whine out of him. In his ear, Axl groans. 

"Sixx, are you coming?" 

“Almost,” Nikki gasps, head falling back, eyes squeezing shut as he jacks faster, pictures Axl fucking himself 
harder with wet fingers at the other end of the line as he makes that little sound, somewhere between a 
whine and a moan- "Almost, almost, baby-!" 

He comes and it's better than it should be, in a guest bedroom in his own house with his not-boyfriend on the 
other side of the country. He might yell something a little embarrassing, but hey, its almost Valentine's Day 
and he's in a self imposed monogamous not-relationship because he can't be arsed to go find some actual 


pussy, he's allowed to scream out certain things in the heat of the moment. 


"Your dick loves me?" Axl asks, regaling him with a little gasping chuckle. Nikki can practically hear his pounding 
heart. 


He shrugs, even though Axl can't see him "The dick wants what the dick wants" 

Axls laughs then, and Nikki can picture him throwing his head back, laughing with his whole body. 

"Don't you think its weird you regard it as a separate entity? 

"We've already established I'm not very well adjusted" Nikki says, feeling himself melt on the bed and wishing 
Axl were here instead of at the other end of the line, warm and sated with a flush to his skin that looks like 


it's been water colored. 


Nikki knows what he wants to say now, what he wants to ask, but they've been careful at not crossing lines or 


trying to make of this anything more than it is. For all that they both get off on shared fantasies of a next 
fime, they've never actually spoken about it, or even brought up the subject beyond lustful machinations. It 
doesn't really feel real, this whole thing, because Nikki is here in his closed world and currently his only 


connection to the outside world are these late night phone calls. He should hang up now, and he knows it. 
Fuck it 
"When are you done with touring?" he asks instead, throwing caution to the wind. 


There is a pause. Nikki holds his breath. Then "We get a break next week" 


The words are pretty cautious, and its very unlike Axl to leave to ball on Nikki's court. This makes him feel 
strangely comforted, though, because it lets him know he's not the only one that's been thinking circles around 
their non relationship. 


So when he says "Bring cake", and hears Axl laugh with that same exasperated fondness he'd shown earlier, it 
doesn't feel like a threatening step towards something he can't handle. It feels strangely natural, and kind of 


stress-relieving. 


Its only after he hangs up the phone that he realizes that he can't remember putting a phone in the guest 
room at all, and only when he looks up around himself, when he lays eyes on his china doll and Lizzie's axe 
hanging over the door that he realizes he's not in the guest room at all. He's in his room, in his bed. Rain is 


still falling, but everything is dry and the roof is no longer leaking. Weird. 


He feels maybe he should be more put off by this, but he's swarmed by a weird and wonderful sense of 
tranquility that will simply not be disturbed. He reaches for the tissues on the bedside table and cleans up, 
content to let this little oddity slide in favor of sleep. He's really tired, all of a sudden, but in a good way: 


heavy with a sense of profound satisfaction that's unfamiliar but welcome at this time of the night. 


He falls asleep at once, the sound of the rain a constant comfort that masks the sound of running feet outside 


in the hallway, the sound of scratching claws tearing new gauges on the hardwood floors. 


and Ill show you how good a bad boy can be 


Author's Notes: 
hey! nikki tries to hold to to his bad boy status to limited succes, and the elderly citizens came out of 
nowhere. spooky stuff begins next chapter. let me know what you think :D 


The house is still and quiet, nothing rustling the peace but the occasional fluttering of curtains in the breeze 
and the chirping of birds. The air feels mist with leftover rainy weather, like a part of the storm remains 
locked inside the house for safekeeping, clouds drifting around the high ceilings and around the chandeliers. The 
moist, droopy atmosphere is set in a way that weights down on your limbs, like a pressure behind your 
eyeballs, the silence feeling like a presence behind you that you can feel but not see. 


Then, the doorbell rings. 


Nikki frowns, because he isn't expecting anyone. No one's allowed here other than a few people, and those 


people have keys. Then he rolls his eyes, because one of those people is Tommy, and of course he lost his key. 
"T-bone," he says, swinging the door open. "Did you-" Not Tommy. "Hi?" 

There are two beaming senior citizens on his doorstep. Wait, no - one beaming woman clutching a casserole, 
and one judgy, thin-lipped woman who looks like she doesn't want to be there but was dragged along anyway. 
They look minuscule standing in front of the huge fallen tree branch on Nikki's walkway. 

"We're your neighbors at 149. We would have welcomed you earlier, but you were so quiet about moving in we 
didn't realize we had a new neighbor!" says Cheerful, shoving the casserole at his chest. He just barely 
manages to grab the casserole before it drops, juggling it a bit before he hugs it to him, trying to subtly sniff 
out what's under the foil. "Its macaroni and cheese with bacon" 

Nikki makes an embarrassing noise and clutches the casserole closer. "You're my favorite." 

Judgy snorts. Cheerful steps on her foot. 

"'m-hum. Nikki," he says, shifting the casserole to one arm and holding out a hand to shake. 

"Beth," Cheerful - Beth - says. "This is Emma. l'm sure you have a lot to do, we won't keep you." 


"Oh, | - nice to meet you?" They brought him food and they don't want to stay? Nikki loves them already. 


‘I've seen your picture," Beth says, looking terribly pleased. "You're the dead musician!" 


"That's me," Nikki says, unable to stop the smile from blossoming on his face at the woman's childish glee "I'm 
better now, though. Thank you for the casserole, that's very considerate of you" 


"There's a dead tree on your walkway. Its been there for two weeks" Emma points out, raised eyebrow 


somehow conveying exactly how poorly this speaks about Nikki's life, choices and intellect. It reminds him a 


little bit of Axl, actually. 
"Yeah, yeah. I'm calling someone to take care of that later" 


Seriously, this woman could be Axl's grandmother. She certainly has that you are too dumb for this world Die, 


now vibe down to a tee "You'll hire someone to pick up a branche" 


Nikki clutches to casserole a little tighter, and reminds himself he's talking to an elder. Judgy elder, yes, but 


elder nonetheless, and he's a grown up now. Responsible, respectful grown up. 
He grits his teeth and says "Yes" 


Emma makes a noise like she's disgusted by youth at large, and she looks so much like an elderly, female 
version of Axl Nikki is surprised she doesn't take off her shoe and throws it. Beth looks vaguely apologetic, but 
not really, and Nikki knows he's chopping that fucking piece of wood with his own hands. 


The mac and cheese is fantastic. When he returns the dish, Beth gives him a bag of cookies and sends him on 
his way without making him stay for tea. 


Best neighbors ever. 


Lizzie's axe comes in handy when it comes to chopping up the enormous branch, even if the cutting edge is 


slightly blunt, presumably from being used to dismember people. No matter. He likes a challenge. 


Beth and Emma sit on lawn chairs to watch him and place bets, cheering and booing for him at all the right 
moments throughout the whole week it takes him to dismantle the oak. This somehow develops into a 
friendship of sorts where they occasionally provide him with exquisitely cooked food and he repays them by 
doing home repair for them and letting them laugh at his bumbling attempts at comprehending the inner 
workings of a lawnmower. All in all, its a good arrangement, and being with them reminds him so much of what 


it felt like to be with Nona sometimes he can't breathe. 


When he tells Axl about this, the other man tells him maybe all that gardening has turned him into an old lady 
and thats why he gets along with them. 


"| don't think that's possible” Nikki says, closing the refrigerator with his foot not to drop the phone. He got an 


extension cord and has taken to carrying the phone with him as he walks around the house. "Also, fuck you" 


Axl chuckles. That sound has become strangely comforting for Nikki over these last few months "Maybe it's 
because you needed friends" 


"| already have friends" 
"All your friends are either drug addicts, ego maniacs or get paid to be around you" 


| resent that" Nikki says, lacking a proper argument against that ". What about you? What category do you fit 


in?" 


‘lm not your friend. You're just the only person | know that's not currently wasted and is able to carry a 


conversation, even if you are an old lady at heart 
"Ouch" 

"You're also not half bad in the sack" Axl points out 
"Ok, that makes me feel better” 

Axl laughs "So easy" 

"Im horny, too, just so you know" 


And he is. Its a bit of a perpetual thing, these days. He feels like a teenager, getting a partial from a light 


breeze or-- 
"Are you now?" 
--or that tone of voice. 


This devolves into a session of mindblowingly hot phone sex that leaves Nikki frustrated beyond belief because 
it's good, but its not actual sex. Axl is not actually here because his break was indefinitely postponed. 


Is been a couple of weeks and Nikki has kept relatively busy in the sense that he has planted five different 
kinds of lettuce and is the proud owner of a pretty ugly yet kinda badass scar on his forearm that he got 
from trying to fix Beth's sink. Things have been interesting, to say the least. 


Nikki knew Guns would be a hit. He was sure of it. He bet on it. But that didn't really prepare him for the 
suddenness of it, or the magnitude. It's kind of an accomplishment that he managed to refrain from storming 
up to whatever hotel a certain redhead was staying at, and demanding proper restitution for weeks of non- 


sexual torment because Axl Rose is suddenly everywhere. 


If he isn't giving an interview, he is absconding a show with an actress-mind the ‘ress’. There are no ‘ors’, 
which is either flattering or enviable, depending on one's view, because it either means Nikki has demolished the 
standards for male lovers or that Axl has the best press agent in the universe. The jury is still out on that 


one but Nikki is (justifiably) leaning towards the first. 


All of that aside, Nikki is frustrated with the entire universe. This shows in nothing so well as it does in his 
interpretation of his neighbors’ assignments. Emma seems torn between motherly pride and laughter at the 
brutality Nikki employs in decimating the list of house repair work that stands for all the miles between him 


and Axl Rose's posterior, because damn it is fine even in magazine photographs and MTN. 


So, yes, he is a little frustrated and yes, it is a little obvious. Thankfully, no one really knows why-they just 


assume its an undead rockstar alcoholic recluse thing and roll their eyes a lot but accept it as normal. 


Everyone but Karen, curse her soul. He knows this because there is the case of the self-satisfied click to her 
high-heeled walk every time she brings him the day's news, comprised of a ton of music and gossip magazines, 
and the knowing smile every time he goes straight to the ones that include Axl in them. She's also the one 
that handles his bills, so she knows his only calls are either from his granddad, the label, or random hotels all 


over the country. 


Lately, he's been feeling a bit like his little case of split personality has returned It's not that he feels chopped 
in half into ying and yang, a side of him his true self and the other also him but darker, bent of destruction 
This is different, but no less terrible: he doesn't feel much like himself anymore. He feels Nikki Sixx is gone, 
replaced by this person who reads books about gardening and is bated into manual work by old ladies. 


Also, this person pines. 
And pines. 


Nikki Sixx doesn't pine. That is a law of the universe. This person who is currently brimming with sexual 
frustration must, therefore, be someone else, because this whole friendly neighbor with a chastity belt is not 
very rock n roll at all, and he has a lifetime of excessive exploits to back him the fuck up on that. 


It's not that Nikki finds the guitar, because he never really lost it. He knew it was there all along. Intellectually, 
at least. He remembers buying it, and remembers bringing it here to Silentheights when he moved. He 
remembers propping it up by the nook. So its not that the guitar got lost and Nikki finds it one day while 


walking around the house aimlessly. 
The guitar finds him. 


It sits quietly in a place it knows he'll walk into next, and waits patiently until he climbs the ladder and walks 


inside. 


"Huh" Nikki says, gazing at the old instrument and wondering how it got to the attic. Forgetting about the 
footstool he came up here to retrieve, he inspects the case, taking stock of the strange slashes on the peeling 
leather, the perfectly round cigarette burns-- and remembers there was a note stuck to it when it first 


arrived at the Heroin House. It must have fallen off. 


He takes it out of the case and strums a chord, whistling appreciatively at the sound. It's tuned, strangely 
enough. 


When he makes his way back downstairs, he carries it under his arm because he doesn't trust the handles on 


the case. 


It's been a while since he last wrote a song. 


Axl is getting married, apparently. She's the Beauty Queen of some county or another, and is wanted for 
murder. Or so claims the gossip column of some obscure magazine Karen got for him. In other news, 
disappeared rockstar Nikki Sixx was found dead yet again. He slit his writs with a butter knife after organizing 
an orgy in his lawn. 


Nikki chuckles at these people's creativity, and makes a note to show it to Axl when he comes over on 
Thursday. Nikki, pathetic idiot that he is, has his fingers crossed that this time the break won't be postponed, 
or that maybe Slash will break his wrist and they'll have to cancel the tour early. He doesn't even feel bad 
about wishing Slash harm because the curly haired guitar player is his friend. He'll understand Nikki's case of 
blueballs is beyond humane. 


In the meantime, though, he's playing something new. He started out strumming a few chords of Crossroads 
Blues, that started to mutate into other songs, and then suddenly he's playing something that's his own, and no 
one else's. That's usually how songwriting goes for him: the tunes come like refugees in the night, leftovers of 


other artists in other decades. Nikki dresses them up to kill and teaches them to scream. 


He likes this new little tune. He should write it down, or tape it, but the couch is much too comfortable to be 
getting up right now. He's got the TV on mute, and Axl is there, singing Sweet Child o' Mine for the third time 
in the past two hours. It's a cute song. Nikki likes it, even if it's not his favorite from the record, but it's the 
catchiest and he understands why people are in love with it. 


Though mostly, he understands why people are in love with Axl. He looks particularly beautiful in this video clip, 
and Nikki would congratulate the makeup artists and lighting crew: he looks like a creature from other spheres, 
bound to make every daughter, girlfriend and sister fall in love and buy the record, only to find he's not 
angelic at all. It usually works the other way around, with the bad boys herding the girls in, but it figures Axl 
would twist the tables on that, contrary fucker that he is. 


Nikki watches his not-boyfriend dance inside the TV and wonders what the fuck is wrong with him. He hasn't 
stepped outside of his own property other than to go over to his neighbors’ going on three months now, and 
he hasn't had actuakex on a little less that, and he's obsessing over a person that's just-well, he doesn't know 
what Axl is to him. 

And that's just it, isn't it? Axl is nothing of his other than an occasional fuck and someone to talk to, the 
redhead said it himself, but Nikki is hooked Hooked like a fucking moron. Hooked on a few memories, green eyes 
and a rumbling voice at the other end of the line. 

As if on cue, the telephone rings. Holy shit. 

"Hello?" Nikki says, picking it up gingerly. He often jokes that Axl is psychic, but this is too much. 


"Nikkil" a feignedly cheerful voice booms at him, and Nikki recoils, because this is one of those calls "How have 


you been? We haven't heard from you in a while” 

"Well" Nikki says. He hates it when the label calls to check up on him as if he were a toddler. 

"Great!" the other person chirps. His voice is vaguely familiar, but Nikki can't quite place him. Other than Karen 
and Warlock, the other interns are all interchangeable to him "Listen, there's going to be a meeting about the 
Europe tour on Monday, and you have to be here" 

"We canceled the tour" 

"Yes, but there are some things left to cosiders" 


Nikki rolls his eyes even though there's no one here to see him do it "I already said all that needed to be said" 


"This isn't a request. You are contractually obligated!" and he says it like it's the best thing in the world, but 
there is a bit of an edge of steel there "See you on Monday!" 


The line goes dead. He stares at the phone with raised eyebrows, because no. No, they did not just order him 
to go them like some kind of lap dog. 


He can feel himself bristle in..well, outrage, and he's conscious of the fact that this is not that much of a big 


deal, but for some reason he can feel anger welling up within him for the first time in a while. 


He sits back and tries to strum the tune he'd been working on, but no matter how hard he tries, it won't 
come back to him. Like many of his recent thoughts, it's lost in the abysm. Irretrievable. Gone. 


He looks up at the TV. Sweet Child o' Mine again. 


Nikki grits his teeth. 


In the attic, something cackles. 


Arrived in sunny LA, Nikki dodges the car sent for him and has a short adventure in taxicabs and buses. Like a 
man being hunted down by a SWAT team he switches out parts of his outfit along the way for something 
more t-shirt and jeans and a tourist hat. Then he realizes he just had a spur of the moment and smiles, 
because even though he's been feeling pretty old lately this proves he still has some mischief left in him. 


He gets a hotel room out of spite. It's not a penthouse or even a suite-he's late in arriving and all of those 
are taken, Its actually a positive thing when you think about it. Nikki being Nikki would have gotten something 
excessive and luxurious, but he's not being that Nikki right now. 


He has an, admittedly feeble, plan. His band probably won't thank him for it but he's making a point so its for 
the best really. It's a simple plan. He will go to the meeting because he has to, it's his responsibility and he's 
not running away from those anymore, but he will arrive extremely late and won't give any explanations. Like, 
next week late, because he might be on the other side now and thinking about retiring and there might be dirt 


permanently underneath his nails, but he's still a rockstar goddamn it, and he will not be ordered around. 
Nikki is not actually stupid and therefore he knows perfectly well that Elektra is baiting him. Now that he's 
sober and sane, they must think he's suddenly become some kind of tame puppet that they can beckon and 
teach tricks to. He will show them. 

A slight kink in his plan appears in the shapely form of one Miss Karen Dumont. She shows up at his door 
unannounced but he's learned to tell that walk and knock apart to protect his modesty in all the months they 
lived together. He has no idea how she found him so fast-the woman has arcane powers when it comes to 
picking up after him. 


He opens the door, making sure to lean attractively in the doorway. "Hello, Karen--" 


"Please don't insult me by trying to cast your Rockstar allure on me. I've seen you puke," she says, walking 


briskly past him. 
"| haven't the faintest-" 


"Please don't insult my intelligence either by thinking | am not perfectly aware of what you're doing," she cuts 
him off. "| have seen enough of your tantrums to be able to recognize them by smell” 


So, he really likes Karen, if that wasn't clear already. 


"That must be very useful,” he says genially. "Can | offer you something to drink?" 


She turns on her toes in the middle of the room and stares him down until she believes her displeasure is 
fully known to all, then takes a deep breath. "I know that you think this is what you have to do and you're 
making a point or something, and | really don't want to belittle what must have been one hell of a plan, but do 
you really think this is the right way to finally prove you're a grown up who stands on his own and makes his 


own decisions consciously?" 


He wants very badly to say But they started it: Instead he settles for a sheepish grin "It is a little childish, 


isn't it?" 
"Far be it from me to judge, Mr Sixx 


Nikki loves the fact that she was so innocent when he first met her, but there's nothing left of that nonsense 
left in her. 


By now he's grinning openly. He raises his hands in surrender, chuckling. “All right Miss Dumont, | know when 
I've lost. Out of curiosity, what would you have done if | refused?" 


She blinks thoughtfully, like it hasn't even occurred to her he might not jump to her command. "I've always had 
good results with threats and blackmail," she says. 


"Ah. | think I'd rather not know." 
She smiles coldly. "Glad to hear it, Nikki. IF you'll follow me?" 


She herds him out of the building and into the back of a black car. "Step on it, and lock the doors, will you? | 
don't want to risk this one flinging himself out of the car. We're not insured for it," she tells the driver, who 
stutters a ‘yes, miss’. 


Nikki laughs. If there was any conceivable way to breed Karen and Axl so their genius offspring could take over 
the world and run it with preternatural efficiency he'd be all for it, but there are all these human rights laws, 
basic morality, and all the ethics in the world. Still, its an amusing thought. 


It's a Nikki Sixx thought. 


He sits back and enjoys the ride, because even if he's not the kind of rock n' roll he's used to, he's still got it. 


It is a council of war the likes of which hasn't been see in the world since the times of Alexander the great 
laid claim to all he surveyed. On one end sits Nikki, calm and smiling. On the other end sits the head of Elektra, 
who started out calmly but is beginning to lose it in the face of Nikki's stubbornness. Off the side sits Karen, 
likely wondering how this has become her life. Nikki almost feels sorry for her, but then he remembers she's 
the reason why he’s here and not sipping Mai Thais on the beach. 


There are no clear guidelines to the treaty being made and some parties (those fuckers) need to be made 
aware how unacceptable this is. Nikki steels his resolve. It is in many ways a do or die moment, and he, is a 
survivor. 

Mr. Suit fires the opening salvo. "Six month tour." 

"No" Nikki says, again. He doesn’t even change the inflection Do these people think he's so feeble as to be 
convinced once he's made up his mind? The band is not in a good place right now, not just Nikki. They all have a 
shit ton of personal problems to work through and another long tour right now would just finish them off. 
"We've already been through this, Nikki’ Mr. Suit says, his smile all teeth. 

"Yes, we have. That's why | have no idea why you feel the need to start it again’ 


“There has got to be something to finalize the Girls’ tour! One show here in LA" he offers. 


Nikki bats the offering away like he were swatting a fly. "Like that's gonna make any difference. The tour we 


cancelled was in Europe." 
"We need to let people know that the band is still working, that the machine is still on!" 


We need fo sell you while you're hot, Nikki hears, and grits his teeth. God, he hates the music industry. Hates 


the way it turns art into cans of olive oil to be sold out en masse. 


Most of all, though, he hates the fact that he's so caught up in the industry mentality he can't help but see 


where this guy is coming from. 
"And squeeze a few more dollars out of it, if you can, while we are still popular" 


The man's face hardens into something ugly "You know | love your music" Yeah, right ". | bet on it. But this 
has to happen, with or without you" 


There's a finality to that that Nikki thinks only he can feel. It's true, isn't it? Just because he's jumping off the 


moving train, doesn't mean it will stop. 

Nikki digs his fingernails into his thighs. "Ok." 

You can almost hear the record scratch echoing in the room. 
"Oke" Mr. Suit asks, once he's managed to not look so taken aback. 


"Yeah" Nikki smiles tightly, rising from his chair and making for the door even as he speaks "Round the guys, 


get a bassist. | hope you have great tour and make a lot of money" 
With that, he makes it out into the hallway, and sucks in a breath. 


There are a lot of shouts for him to come back inside, but Nikki doesn't hear them. He vaguely registers 
Karen clattering to her feet and running after him, but he doesn't turn to look at her until they are inside the 


car again. 
"Well" Karen says, making an obvious effort to pick her jaw of the floor and failing miserably ". That went well" 


Nikki laughs, and it's only a little bitter. 


They make the rest of the way in silence. Karen knows him enough to know that he's stewing and needs to be 
left alone. As he walks up to his door, he realizes he just gave those people permission to do with his band 


whatever the fuck they want. Well, whatever the band will allow, but still 


He's the one that put them together, and he's always felt it a bit like his responsibility to take care of them, 
but who the fuck is he kidding? 


Have you seen yourself lately? a voice in the back of his head that sounds like Vince at his most annoying asks, 


askance. 


“Smartass," Nikki grumbles without malice. He's not thinking clearly, which, duh. He's exhausted from one day 
outside in the real world, half dead o his feet. He can't even take care of himself. If there's one thing these 


past few months have proven is that he has zero ability to cope with his own life, let alone anyone else's. 


Still, kicking off his shoes is a relief only surpassed by ditching the jacket on his way to his bedroom and 
finding out that Karen loves him truly, madly, deeply. 


"This is a surprise," he says. Smooth. Yeah. 


Stretched out on the black leather sofa he dragged out here from the attic is none other than Axl. Fucking. 
Rose. Is it his birthday? He must have forgotten, there is no way his karma is as good as to deliver him 
something like casual barefoot Axl in jeans and ridiculously thin shirt three days before schedule for nothing. 


Axl shifts so the light hits his face. "Last couple of shows got cancelled. Karen called me today because she 


wanted to use me as bait or blackmail or something’ 


"Raise. She is so due," Nikki decides on the spot. And a car. Or a house. Maybe a country? He will hug her to 
within an inch of her life. No, he will get her knighted in some country that still does that. Nevermind he's not 
even her employer. Then he remembers the fucking lock. "How did you get in?" 


Axl shrugs, managing to look like James Dean, Marlon Brando, and Steve McQueen all rolled into one smirking, 


incredibly dangerous package "Juvenile delinquent, right here." 

"Fuck." 

Axl chuckles at him, slides his legs to the floor and sits up. He'd been reading something. Magazine. Shit. 
"All lies, | swear," Nikki tries pre-emptively. Axl rolls his eyes and shoves the magazine away. 

| should hope so. | would like to think | had a say in who l'm marrying," 

Nikki's eye doesn't twitch, but it is a near thing. "Marrying. Congratulations?" 

Axl has gotten to his feet and, unlike Nikki, is capable of movement. His legs eat up the distance in seconds. 
"Mmhm. Jessica Or Angela. Maybe Michelle. | didn't read the article after seeing the picture. She has blue 


eyes. Our kids are gonna be spectacular." 


"Oh, obviously. Tall, too?" Nikki asks, his eyes glued on the neck a hair's breadth away. Screw it. He reaches out 
and puts two fingers on the pulse. Axl's breath hitches. 


"Of course. | can't have redheaded, and midget children: 


Nikki can't help the laugh. "Isn't that sort of expected? They grow, | heard." Axl's hand unerringly lands over his 
heart. He traces it down slowly and Nikki shifts his weight "Fair point, though. Drink?" 


Axl lets him attempt to walk away for all of two seconds before yanking him back by his shirt, spinning him 
back around and nearly dipping him like a southern lady for a kiss that's featured in many a daydream for the 
past few months. The fantasy does not fucking compare. 


Nikki doesn't even think to struggle, he bites back at the mouth devouring all of him and just thinks fuck it, 
work with that you have. He fists his hands in Axl's hair and gives back all he's got, which is plenty. 


He is the one to break the kiss. Panting slightly he looks up at Axl with a feeling of stubbornness he knows 
well. "You have got to stop defying expectation 


"Then stop underestimating me," Axl growls and goes for more like he'd been the one pining and decimating 
treetrunks and mowing lawn to get rid of an infinitesimal amount of frustration only to see it returned every 


time he switched the TV on. 


Nikki loses a braincell or two through his mouth but hey, it's not like he can't spare them. Still, this is so not 
on. He's being dipped for god's sake. This needs to be corrected. 


Nikki grabs at Axis leg, yanks, twists, does something insanely coordinated and limber he knows he'll never be 
able to do again, and gravity asserts itself, sending Axl tumbling to the floor with Nikki on top of him. 


"What the hell?" Axl grunts, and Nikki grins because he sounds slightly angry already. He distracts him with 
hands and mouth but doesn't miss the whispered "l'm going to kill you later" before the redhead shoves his 
hand inside the front of Nikki's pants. 


Nikki was going to say something witty, but the sentence disintegrates before it can even make it's way to his 
mouth. "Bed," he gasps. 


"Here," Axl counters with a hand on his dick and lips on his neck. 


"Here," Nikki quickly agrees. 


Nikki is sitting on the comfortable overly padded chair next to the bed, lips pursed in a frown of concentration 


as he slowly picks out the tune he lost last week, when he becomes aware that Axl is awake. 


They'd made it to the bedroom somehow, and Axl, usually the most vital after sex of the two, fell dead asleep 
in seconds. Touring must certainly be taking it's toll on him. Nikki got a cup of coffee and his guitar and 
purposefully focused on songwriting, not allowing himself to stare at the pretty picture that Axl makes in his 
bed, sleeping with his face relaxed, that mouth of his that wises off too much and is always far too tempting, 
slack and slightly open as he breathes in and out. 


Axl turned his head in Nikki's direction when he'd come out of the bathroom after his shower, and there'd 
been an instant when Nikki was sure that Axl was watching him while he dressed, but when he'd looked, there 
been no flash of color from those ambiguously blue-green eyes. Now, however, Axl's lashes are opening and 
closing slowly as he wakes, arms still curled up under his head. It's been the longest time he's ever spent with 
Axl without the man saying a word. 


Axl stretches and yawns, picking up his head to look down at his chest, then rolling over and running his hands 
through his messy hair. He looks better like this, more otherworldly, than he does in that video, scrubbed 
clean of makeup and hair products and oozing satisfaction. Absurdly charming. Innocent and yet not, and in his 


own brash way, the most unconsciously sexy creature ever to grace Nikki's bed. 


"Not to stifle your creativity or anything" the nymph says, blinking long, glimmering eyelashes at him ", but 
that thing you played there is a piece of shit" 


Nikki snorts, because of course. 
"Cut me some slack here, won't you?" he says, picking out a scale "| haven't tried to write anything in months" 


Not that | need to anymore, Nikki thinks. After all, he gave them green light to go on without him. 


Axl rolls over onto his side and bunches the pillows up under his head, looking at Nikki with that inscrutable 
bluish green stare of his. He looks entirely too comfortable in Nikki's bed "What are you thinking about that 


already has you scowling?" 

Nikki pauses for a second, unsure if this is something he wants to share. Axl is not his friend, after all. 
They've cleared that. But there he is, looking at him and asking like actually wants to know and Nikki..well, Nikki 
tells him. Tells him everything, from how he's been feeling like maybe he's not the same person he used to be, 
to what happened at the meeting today. Tells him he's willing to sacrifice all those years of hard work for a 


chance at staying clean 


Afterwards, he's left feeling light, however clichéd that might sound. Laying it all out, listening to it in his own 
voice, it doesn't sound that bad. Maybe this is what was always supposed to happen 


"You know that there's no way your band's gonna play without you, right?" Axl says, breaking the silence and 
snapping Nikki out of his reverie "Maybe Vince would say yes, cause he still hates you for the whole-dying 
thing. But Tommy and Mick won't, and they can't replace the whole band’ 


"You don't think it's bad that l'm-- dropping it?" he says it like that because refining is just too much. 


"No" Axl says around a yawn, looking up at the ceiling ". If thats what you want, then fuck anyone who tells 
you not to do it" 


Nikki looks at Axl for a few seconds, a surge of something pooling underneath his bones, before placing his 
guitar on the floor and clambering on top of the redhead. 


"Aww..you do care!" he grins, whipping out his dumbest, most annoying voice for added effect, placing sloppy 


kisses all over Axl's face. 


"Get offl" Axl laughs, swatting at his head and trying to push him away. Nikki relents in his assault, contenting 
himself with lying half a top of Axl "Why did you even go to the meeting? | thought you said you had a plan’ 


The italics are audible. Nikki pinches his cheek in retaliation 
"Karen offered to threaten me" 


"She -oh my god’ Axl laughs, covering his face with his hands. Nikki grins, pushing copper strands behind Axl's 


ear. 
"No shit. And | said offered. There was no need because I'd already changed my mind" 


Axl buries his hand in Nikki's hair, his touch sending shivers down Nikki's spine "You folded like wet cardboard" 


"She's the Queen of the Underworld" Nikki admits, tracing Axl's jaw with his fingers. 
"You should marry her." Axl turns his head to catch Nikki's thumb with his lips. Nikki nearly stops breathing. 
‘| really should" Nikki says, leaning in to crash their mouths together. 


This is, of course, when the lights go out with a noise like shattering glass and squealing tires, and the whole 


house seems to shudder in the sudden blackness of the night. 


and a pig flew towards freedom 
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"What was that?" Axl asks, whisper loud in the blackened quiet of the night. The pale moonlight casts odd 
shadows on his face, there where the warm tones of the bedside lamp played friendly fire across his skin 


earlier. 


"Electricity went out" Nikki says, unconcerned, nibbling gently at Axl's jaw. He'll be damned if he'll let a little 
power-off stop him from getting some as many times as he can while he has Axl here. This is naked time 
with Axl. Naked time with Axl is sacrosanct and there's not nearly enough of it and who knows when he'll get a 


chance to do it again? 
"Not that" Axl whispers, swallowing hard "That--that noise" 


"Maybe the fuse blew" Nikki says, tracing the line of Axl's quivering neck with his tongue. He's almost at the 
dip between Axl's clavicles when he realizes the redhead is shaking, but not in the good way. Axl's muscles are 
taut as a bowstring, and he's clutching handfuls of the sheets, hands spasming uncontrollably. 


Nikki pulls back "Axe, are you ok?" 


"Not that" Axl repeats, not looking at Nikki. "That--- noise" 


"You already said that" Nikki frowns, feeling dread pooling in his stomach. He can't really see Axl's face, only 
the slivers of it where the moonlight strikes it ". Come on, sit up" 


Axl obeys mechanically, but his movements are vacant. Nikki can't explain it to himself, but there where a 
thrum of energy is always present right underneath Axl's skin, now there is nothing. It's almost like he's gazing 
at an empty shell, like Axl's presence suddenly doesn't count. 


"I knew it" Axl says, as if he were talking to himself. Nikki cups Axl's face in his hands and turns it to the light, 
trying to catch sight of his eyes, but regretting it as soon as he does. Highlighted in a sliver of silvery light, 
Axl's green eyes are huge on his bleached bone-white face. They've gone as dull as the glass of a wine bottle 
as he keeps repeating something under his breath, something Nikki can't quite catch through the hazy mist like 
heavy sleep that's formed between them. 


"What?" Nikki asks, though he's not sure he wants to know. 


"There's--there's no room" Axl says. Nikki can't see his lips move, it's too dark to see and the voice is strange, 


as if coming from across a chasm, distorted and scratchy."No room. There's no room" 
ng Y 


The words are repeated like a mantra, the only sound in the stillness of the night. Suddenly it's hard to 
breathe, like the air's turned to warm soup that tastes like the piece of the storm that got caught inside the 
house early in the spring, that night when he felt stuck inside his own separate world. 


There's a creaking of the floorboards somewhere in the room and Nikki's head whips around to face the 
direction it came from. He makes a shushing sound, and the torrent of whispered words gats caught behind 
Axl's lips, the sudden silence accentuating the darkness as Nikki squints, trying to figure out what that noise 
was. It's an old house, and usually makes sounds like popping joints and groaning bones, but the floorboards 


usually only cry out when they're weighted down.. 


Gradually, he begins to notice that the house has gone quiet. Or rather, that he has gone deaf-there isn't any 
sound, not even of the curtains moving in the breeze from the open window. When he tries to crawl to the 


edge of the bed his limbs feel heavy, as though he's trying to move against a current, water up to his nose. 


He turns back to look at Axl and sees his face clearly, highlighted in the shadows almost as if it were aglow on 
its own. His lips are moving frantically as he stares out into nothing, but the words won't reach Nikki's ears, 


die somewhere in between. 


"Axl" Nikki says, but can't hear himself speak. The pressure in his chest is piling up higher and higher and he 
can't even feel the beat of his own heart now, can't feel the sheets under his knees or his hair on his 
shoulders or the skin of Axl's arms in his hands as he shakes him, screams in his face, tugs at his hair. It's 
sensory deprivation of the worst kind, something like he's never felt before. All that's left is sight, and if that 


were to be turned off-- 


He can still read Axl's lips, see the words form there and die somewhere in the space between them, but he 
can't make Axl look him in the eye. Axl keeps staring vacantly over Nikki's shoulder and he can't help the 
crawling feeling that Axl's not staring into nothing, but at something Fear's claws dig deep into Nikki's sluggish 


brain when the moonlight seems to flicker on and off, threatening to leave him blind as well as deaf. 
"There's no room", Axl keeps saying, lower lip trembling. 
"AXLI" Nikki screams, feeling the silence burst around him like a bubble. 


"room. There's no ro--" Axl blinks, and just like that, the spell breaks, and his eyes return to normal, like the 
glossy ice over the surface of a lake shattering to let him sink into it's depths. All at once, feeling returns, 
crashing over him like a wave, powerful and overwhelming, and Nikki is left winded in it's wake, heart beating 
hard and demented inside his ribcage. His skin feels like its crawling with ants, shivers rushing up and down his 
spine as he sits there and heaves breath after breath of much needed air. 


"Sorry" Axl says softly, looking at Nikki with a contrite expression on his face that he can't make sense of, 
doesn't even know how to start. There on the bedside table sits Nikki's china doll, gazing at them with her 
vacant stare, and Nikki's sure that's not where he left it. 


"Wha--- What just happened?" Nikki wheezes once he's managed enough air into his lungs that they don't feel 
close to bursting any more. The bedside lamp is back on, illuminating 
Axl from the side so that half of his face is engulfed in shadows, one of his eyes green and the other 


seemingly hollow and void. 


"Nothing, | just---" and Nikki's never heard that tone of voice before, far away and hazy and-- he has heard 
it before. Weeks ago, when Axl called him. The night of the storm, when he asked Axl to come back. 


| had this weird dream just now. 


He remembers, then, the odd and sudden irrational dread that piled between his shoulder blades like a silent 
stare that night, when the storm made him believe he was alone in his own closed off world, Silentheights his 
outpost above the flood. It almost feels like that again, like the storm is beating at his windows and leaking 
through the holes in the rotten roof, soaking the bed and turning his dreams into nightmares. Alone and cut 
off. Laughter in the hallways-- 


"l--I had a dream. A few weeks ago" Axl says, dragging Nikki out of his own head "I had a--a nightmare, and | 


called you" 
"Wha--" Nikki swallows. "What did you dream?" 


This whole situation feels like something out of a dream or a delusion, the cracked side of a nightmare, a 
surrealistic portrait of an otherwise ordinary night. Its a taste in the back of his mouth, coopery and bright 
and a little bit sour. On the bedside table, the china doll stares on 


"That there was someone in your house" Axl says. 

Nikki's heart tumbles, as if it wanted to stumble outside of his chest. He wants to look away from Axl's 
painfully unreadable eyes, but he's afraid of what his eyes might catch sight of if he lets them wander. He's 
aware that he's trembling now, like temperature's suddenly dropped. His teeth are clattering. "That--that 
right?" 


Axl nods, and a ball of dread solidifies in Nikki's throat, making it hard to breathe. There's cold creeping down 
his spine like water droplets sliding down his skin. The roof must be leaking again. 


"And right now" 


There’ footsteps in the hallway, running like it's a chase- 


Nails scratching at the door and water, water, water-it's raining again. Axl seems to have exchanged eyes with 
the doll, stare green and wide and void as he looks over Nikki's shoulder and speaks, his voice hollow and 


flattened, as if it were coming from the other end of a long tube, as if he weren't really here. 
"There's no room" 


The floorboards creak ominously somewhere behind him, and Nikki wakes up covered in sweat, gasping for air 
as he teeters precariously on the edge of the bed. It's raining again, water pouring down on the rotten roof, 
and Nikki turns on his bedside lamp. Axl stirs a little in his sleep, but doesn't awaken Nikki's china doll stares at 
him from her chair next to the door like he's something interesting, bottle-green eyes alive with the artificial 


light 


"Axl" Nikki says, shaking him frantically. For a second he doesn't want Axl to open his eyes, fearing they'll be as 
dull and vacant as he saw them only a few seconds earlier, but the thought of being alone in the world of 


wakefulness right now is unbearable to him. 


Axl blinks his eyes open blearily, and even narrowed to slits the green in them is livelier than the doll's. Nikki's 


shoulders sag in relief 
Alve and here, alive and here. 
"What?" Axl croaks, swatting at Nikki's hand on him to make him quit shaking him. 


"What happened?" Nikki hisses, trying hard to slow down the frantic beating of his heart and failing miserably. 
He's trembling, blinking his eyes rapidly like a lunatic, like his body has too much excess energy and needs to 


burn it somehow. 
"What are you-?" Axl frowns at him "When?" 


And then it comes back to him, like the forgotten words of a song. The lights went out earlier tonight and they 
had sex, the charming planes of Axl's body highlighted by the moonlight reaching inside through the window. 
Nikki felt content and sated, and considered calling the electricity company for all of five minutes, then 
forfeited that in favor of talking quietly to Axl for a while, the redhead's velvety voice as soothing in person 
as it was on the phone... that's it. He fell asleep, and he had a nightmare. Nothing more. 


But it felt so real Too real. 


"Sixx, what's wrong?" Axl sounds mostly groggy and annoyed, but there's a tad of concern hidden there 
between the words. He's looking at Nikki through his lashes, clearly fighting the claws of sleep. 


"Nothing" Nikki says, gazing around the room one last time before turning off the light. The nightmare is 


already fading from his mind, each image becoming blurrier and blurrier as his heart beats recede back to 


normal. He settles back on the bed, pressing to Axl's side to leech his warmth "Nothing. Go back to sleep" 
"Weirdo" Axl grumbles, but molds to him nonetheless. 


Nikki falls back asleep almost at once, the exhaustion of waning terror coupled with the weight of Axl's hand on 
his hip enough to stave off any dream his devilish brain may want to concoct. For the few seconds it takes 
him to fall under, however, he can't shake the feeling that something bad would happen if he were to dangle 
his feet over the edge of the bed. 


Outside, the storm rages on, and Silentheights sinks further into itself: a closed off world high on the hills, 


flooded with age-old memories that leave no room for anything else. 


The shed is rotting to bits, slanting over sideways against the stone wall that lines a portion of the garden 
Nikki opens the door slowly, afraid that its going to fall apart. He pulls a torch out of his pocket and clicks it 


on, scanning the cobwebbed interior. 

A rusted push-reel lawnmower, tin paint cans, gardening tools, and a wooden ladder lying across the shed floor 
that has definitely seen better days. Still, it will do well enough for getting him up onto the roof. He pockets his 
torch again and drags the ladder out, kicks the shed door shut behind him, remembering a second too late to 
be gentle with it. The building sways, but doesn't fall. 

Standing off the side, arms crossed over his chest, Axl eyes him critically. Nikki raises an eyebrow at him. 
"What are you doing?" Axl asks, like Nikki's trying to juggle with watermelons. 

"Going up to the roof" Nikki says. 


Axl frowns "Dude, there's no leak" 


He's already said that today. He said it a few hours ago, when Nikki frantically looked for the puddles on the 
floors he knew had to be there but weren't. 


"You must have dreamt it" Axl said, looking at Nikki look for the water with the same frown on his face he's 
sporting right now, like he's not sure he's worried yet but is quite possibly getting there. 


But Nikki knows there's a leak. There has to be a leak. He can still hear the water drip on the bedside table, 
feel it splattering his skin. Cold and wet and-- 


"Yeah, there is" he says, again, and Axl's frown goes tighter and that's a strange expression tosee on that face 


" Its right over the bed" 


"Ok" Axl concedes with a nod, the look on his face one of someone used to picking his battles ". There's a leak. 


Go call someone who fixes those things" 


And that's another thing, right there. Nikki doesn't want to call someone. The sole idea of picking up the phone 
to call the roofing company Emma recommended makes him feel queasy and weird. It's strange, this sudden 


anxiety he's developed. 


"| just don't wanna see people" he whines, making it as childish as possible and it's true enough. Just the sort 
of eccentricity he's allowed, as an artist and a rockstar and a millionaire. He doesn't want to see people today. 
No need to talk about how sometimes he hears cars down the street and feels an urgent need to hide under 


the floorboards. 


"And what am |? A puppy?" Axl asks, judgy eyebrow raised, and there's that you are too dumb for this world 


Die, now vibe. Nikki's been missing it. 
"No" Nikki laughs, rearranging his hold on the ladder ". But you don't count" 


"As people?" the redhead raises his unimpressed eyebrow even higher, clearly not buying any of Nikki's shit 
"You're really digging the grave here, Sixx" 


Nikki knows what Axl's doing. It's creepy, really, the redhead's ability to see through Nikki's bullshit. But how 
does he say that this house feels like a part of him already? Like something made up just for him, just to fill 
the hole inside his chest he's been carrying forever? That he doesn't want anyone else meddling with it, 
unraveling its secrets, seeing the depths of it? 


How does he explain that he feels like he's the only one allowed? 


"I have to do something, have some kind of project" he says instead, shrugging "Restoring Silentheights seems 


as good as any" 


And he knows Axl thinks this has something to do with Nikki's addiction to heroin, thinks that maybe this is one 
of the things he has to do to keep his mind off it, but Axl is wrong. If he's honest with himself--and he's been 
making conscious effort not be, lately--this is much worse than that. This is a strange kind of obsession he 
can't quite put his finger on, but feels protective enough of that he won't admit it even to himself. 


In the real world, Axl seems convinced by his answer. He does that little shoulder sagging, eyebrow-scratching 


thing that lets Nikki know he's ready to let this drop for a while "I thought your garden was your project” 
"Orchard" Nikki corrects automatically, rolling his eyes. 
Axl smirks "Call it whatever you want, Sixx, doesn't make you any less of a sissy" 


Nikki sticks his tongue out at him, and Axl laughs. 


"What kind of asshole names his own house, anyway?" the redhead asks, watching him prop up the ladder by 
the side of the house where it's embedded to the hill. 


"Name came with the house" Nikki grins ". Has a nice ringing to it. Sientheights' 


A strong wind blows then, strong enough to slam the front door shut and make it bounce with the force of it, 
the sound ringing through the property like a gunshot. 


"God, this place is creepy." Axl comments, swatting his hair away from his face. 


Nikki agrees, but says nothing. The creepiness is what made him choose the place to begin with. He climbs the 
ladder up to the roof slowly, testing it just in case it's not as trusty as he'd hoped, but the thing holds, and 


he's up there in no time. 


The view is incredible. The hills are misty and gray, obscuring the houses, and the little bit of sun that breaks 
through the clouds makes the rocks glimmer. The wind whispers louder up here than it does on the ground, 
high and loud like the hooting of an owl in the middle of the day. As he starts walking to where he assumes is 
the general direction of the bedroom, Nikki embraces the feeling of being the only person awake in the world. 


"Try not to fall and die like a dork, please!" Axl yells from the ground in that moment, his voice sounding far 
away and windswept and cold. Nikki pictures him with his arms around himself as far as he can reach ". | know 


| said the garden would be a good cemetery, but I'd rather not have to scoop you up from the driveway with 


a bucket!" 


Nikki, up on the roof, misses his step and slides halfway down, catches himself with an arm flung out to grab 
the rough-hewn stone of the chimney. The slate is slick with rain, and the treads of his boots are worn out; 


cursing himself for his carelessness. 

"Oh my god, you almost fell, didn't you?!" he hears Axl shout. 

"Just practicing my dancing moves!" he yells back, voice not revealing the way he's shivering all over, his heart 
beating like mad inside his chest. He's never fallen off a roof before, but he doesn't expect it to be much of a 


pleasant experience. 


"Practice on the ground!" Axl screeches, followed by the door slamming shut with intention. Nikki snorts. Axl 
has a way of making ordinary actions sound angry just by doing them. 


Taking deep breaths, Nikki picks his way back up to the place where the sun reveals that the slate tiles have 


cracked. He knew there was a fucking leak! 


He sets about pulling up the broken tiles, making enough of a gap that he can actually see down into the room, 
through the moss-covered wood. The broken pieces he piles neatly by his side in a feat of balance-they'll be 


useful for matching the color when he goes to order new ones, and for patching any future gaps. From his 
kneeling position, the angle is just right to catch a glimpse of the attic. 


The attic? 


"What the--" Nikki mutters, looking right through the hole. There is all the furniture covered in sheets, 
illuminated by the overhanging lightbulb. He must have forgotten turning it off-- 


There's no leak in the attic. It's the driest place in the house, the only place where the roof is perfect. That's 
the reason why everything is so flawlessly preserved in there. 


Nikki looks around the roof again, tries to find the actual leak, the one that's in the bedroom, but this is the 
only place where the slate tiles are broken. Nikki stares at the hole for a while, until the winds picks up and 
thin drizzle starts falling, soaking through his clothes. 


He was so sure-- 


Just then, clear like bells, he hears it: laughter. Nikki snaps his head back so fast he gets dizzy with it, but he 
could swear that for a second there he saw a small figure disappear over the edge of the roof, a blur of light 
blue and brown hair. Tumbling down, down, down- 


He scatters to the edge of the roof as fast as he dares, kneels on the slippery tiles, and looks down on the 


driveway. 
Nothing. 


Nikki swallows, shutting his eyes for a few seconds. Just the wind A bird, maybe. Maybe he didn't sleep well 
last night. Yeah, that must be it. That must be-- 


"There's no room" a voice whispers right by his ear, disturbing warm breath ghosting over his skin for just a 
second, just there and gone. 


But it's enough for a full body shiver to rake through him, enough to make him lose his balance long enough 
for his hand to slip on the tile and his whole body to sway dangerously forward for a gut-wrenching second 
when the world topples forward and the driveway seems disturbingly close to his face. Much too close. 


Nikki throws himself back as hard as he can, over balancing and falling on the cold wet tile with a thud, 
scattering backwards as far away from the ledge as he can. He can't hear anything over the beating of his 
heart and a dull ringing in his ears, drizzle falling into his mouth and threatening to choke him. He hears, 
through the ringing, a laughter like bells somewhere above him, around him, everywhere, but he doesn't dare 
open his eyes to check, lest he's falling over the edge and this is nothing but the long, /ong way down. 


He stays there, trying to calm his breathing, numbness creeping on his limbs as he grows colder and colder. 


Swallowing hard, he sits up, looking up at the sky and then gazing around the roof. He's alone. He's not sure 
why he was expecting otherwise. 


"Fuck" he mutters, rubbing his face with his hands. What the fuck is wrong with him? He must be going mad. 
"Hey Sixx?!" Axl hollers from the ground, sounding like he's been calling for a while "You alive up there?" 


"Yeah!" Nikki answers, making his way towards the ladder. He's not even sure why he came up to the roof in 


the first place. 


"Remember that whole not wanting to see people?!" the redhead asks, his voice chased by a boisterous car 


horn. 


Nikki frowns at his front gate just in time to see Tommy's truck drive into his property, Steven Adler waving 
at Axl animatedly with half his body out the passenger window. 


Back on solid ground, sipping coffee, wearing fresh clothes and drying his hair with a towel, Nikki listens with a 
grin as a halfway-drunk Tommy lets him know that he's on the run from the label, because they've been 
calling him for a week about some concert they want him to play and he told them he wouldn't do it without 


Nikki. 


"The Gunners are my hostages" the drummer says, nodding very seriously. Nikki feels that pointing out they're 
not even in the same label would be counterproductive. 


Over Tommy's shoulder, Axl mouths / fold you so at him, and Nikki doesn't even feel annoyed at the attitude. 
He kind of wants to kiss him, actually, but he's still not sure about how they deal with this whole thing when 


there are other people around. 


"And you?" Nikki asks Fred instead, who is leaning on the fridge and looking between Nikki and Axl with an 


amused little grin on his face. The man holds his hands up in surrender. 


‘lm just the babysitter" he says, downing his beer like a pro ".| thought I'd check up on you, make sure Little 
Red here hasn't finished you off with a rock yet" 


"Hey, how comes he gets to call you Little Red?" Tommy asks, pouting a litle. 
Axl shrugs "I like Aim" 


Tommy glares, looking genuinely affronted, but quickly forgets about it in favor of asking Nikki what he was 


doing up on the roof. For some reason, Nikki can't really answer. 


It's like his tongue gets tied up as he remembers what happened up on the roof only half an hour ago. It feels 
so surreal in his memory, like it could not possibly happen, like it didn't actually happen. Like a dream. He's been 
feeling that a lot lately, like a lot of moments of his life are lost simply because they don't feel real, can't 
possibly be. The days feel so short, caught in that moment between being asleep and awake, still on the edge 


of his mind's machinations. 


He's saved from making something up and making Axl suspicious by Steven, who chooses that moment to 


throw himself over the redhead and becoming a two-armed octopus. 


"| forgot what you look likel" Steven whines, squeezing Axl to within an inch of his life. Nikki winces in sympathy, 


but doesn't intervene "We never see you anymore!" 


"You saw me yesterday, Steven. Steeeveen! Let gol Why are you here?" Axl growls, his usual morning dark 
mood clinging to him like a visible miasma, but he still bears the hug stoically. Well, as stoically as is possible 


when it looks like his spine is cracking ". | hate you all. Go away" 
Steven grins, smacking a kiss to Axl's cheek and avoiding the flying kick deftly "We love you too, Axe" 


"Sorry to interrupt your little holiday in your /ove nest" Duff drawls, sipping on his beer as he leans on the 
kitchen counter. Izzy snorts from where he's actually sitting cross-legged on top of it, cigarette dangling 


precariously from between his thin lips. 
Axl shudders "Argh, don't say love nest. Ever again. Please" 


"Hey, cool house!" Slash chirps then, passing Nikki a beer. Nikki grabs it, dropping the wet towel over Tommy's 
head just to hear him squeak ". Kinda creepy, but cool" 


Axl snorts with an evil glint in his eye "That's ‘cause you haven't seen the garden 


"Orchard" Nikki corrects, but it's too late. Everyone's head has snapped towards Axl and possible blackmail 


material. 


"Whatever, Grandma. Its agarder' Axl says, grinning brilliantly, and Nikki is honestly fucked, isn't he? He's not 
even annoyed. He could watch Axl make fun of him all day. Oh how the mighty have fallen 


It's nice, really. Being with people, with his friends. He hasn't seen these guys in a long time, and being with 
them, hearing them tell horrible jokes and stories about their exploits, about the girls they've fucked and the 
drugs they've done and who made the most of an ass of themselves most recently is..nice. He doesn't 
understand why he's been so anxious about seeing people lately. Its like something that was knotted up inside 
him unwinds, and he can sit back and just be. And maybe get some dirt on Axl, because he doesn't have any 


and that's just not fair play. 


"So..hum, are you guys like--dating?" Slash asks him later, when they are alone in the kitchen, sounding very 
uncomfortable over the plate of chips he's about to take to the living room. The others moved there after 
they broke out the vodka, where there are fewer chances they'll fall on any sharp objects now that they are 
less than drunk but more than tipsy. Nikki and Slash stayed behind to grab snacks and catch up, because it 
feels like forever since they last spoke. Since that time Nikki died and then didn't, which feels like fucking ages 


ago now that he's standing in his own kitchen, looking for a bowl. 
Nikki pauses, blinking at the bag of Cheetos he's holding in his hand. Are they? 
"Not... really" he says, resuming his task and emptying the bag in a plastic bowl ". We're just fooling around’ 


Slash hums like he's not sure that's what he wanted to hear. Nikki resists the urge to look over at his face. 


For some reason, he feels he wouldn't like what he'd see there. 


"Why?" he asks, as nonchalantly as possible, grabbing a beer from the seemingly endless supply in the fridge. 
Thank God for Karen's abilities at unobtrusively running a house. He'd die without her. 


"Nothing. Nothing at all’ Slash says, shaking his head with a little grin that's probably supposed to be 
reassuring but isn't doing much to reassure at the moment, making his way out of the kitchen and into the 


living room. 

Nikki stares at the place where the younger man disappeared with a frown. 

"Weird" he mutters, shaking his head to clear it as he grabs the bowl of Cheetos. 

And then it comes to him: like an epiphany, the image of Slash coming to visit him at the Heroin House fucking 
ages ago, it seems, talking nonstop about his new band he could finally put together with the right singer with 
this besotted expression on his too~young face, and Axl this and Axl that, and Nikki remembers thinking does 
this kid have a crush on his fucking singer and fuck. Fuck fuck fuck 

"What are you doing?" Duff asks cautiously when he finds him banging his head against the kitchen counter. 
"I'm the worst friend in the world’ Nikki says, figuring he might as well admit it. 

"Well, yeah, dude" Duff says, nodding sagely ". You're hogging all the Cheetos!” 

Nikki laughs despite himself. Where the fuck does he find these people? 

He wishes he hadn't remembered that. It's one of those things he hates remembering, because he always 
remembers them too late: things from when he was smacked out of his head and he was less functional than 


a sand bag, always coming back to bite him in the ass. He wishes all those things could fall into some kind of 
void-selective amnesia, of sorts. That way he doesn’t have to feel guilty that he's fucking a friend's crush. 


When he walks back into the living room and he sees Axl and Axl is laughing, all he can see is that Slash is 
looking at him, too. He looks at Axl with this wistful little look in his eyes and look at that? Slash is in love. 
Fancy that. Poor kid. 


Slash is a good boy. The little brother he never had, always so sweet and kind and looking up at Nikki like he's 
some kind of stellar life example. He feels somewhat responsible for him, and he'd have to be lying if he said 
that he doesn't feel guilty about the way the guitarist is headed, down the sex and drugs and rock n roll 
spiral. Nikki's been there, done that, and almost didn't live to tell the tale. 


And now this. Awesome. 


"Where you baking those in the kitchen?" Axl asks, looking pointedly at the bowl of Cheetos Nikki took half an 
hour to bring, but he's asking something different. Fucking mind reader. 


"Shut up" Nikki mutters, plopping down on the couch next to Fred and popping another beer open. Fuck sobriety, 
he's a horrible person and needs to be drunk right fucking now. 


This is a good call, he feels. As the minutes wear on, the alcohol buzzes right under his skin and acts as an 
efficient buffer between himself and the world. He watches, as if it were a movie, as his friends around him 
chatter and drink and laugh, more and more as the evening progresses, but he doesn't feel part of it anymore. 
He's slipping into a dark mood and he knows it, like this little guilt is already festering inside him, even though 
its been there only for a little while. 


Funny how lately just about anything is enough to make him slip into a darker place. It may be the fact that 
he has a lot more time to dwell on things now, more clarity of mind to think, but he somehow doubts it. It's 
not like he's never been depressed before, he knows the symptoms. He just doesn't understand why. Why this 
sudden wash of guilt and self-deprecation? Why now that he's doing so good? He's clean and sober--well, not 
right now, but in general--, he has a great house, he's not short on money, he has his friends, he has a boyfr 


Except he and Axl are just fooling around, since Axl has never given any hints that he wants anything more 
than that, and apparently Axl is also Slash's unrequited love interest, and Nikki knew this and still went and 
started fucking the redhead and playing fucking house with him. Hence, the guilt. Nikki sniggers bitterly to 
himself, because of course even this had to be tainted somehow, this little thing he has going on with Axl that 
he doesn't allow himself to think about too much. 


Axl happens to look over just then, catching Nikki with a little self-deprecating smile on his face. Axl raises an 
eyebrow, obviously wondering what Nikki is making such a weird expression about, but he smiles back before 

turning his attention back to Steven, who's obviously laying a very exiting tale that has everyone laughing. It's 
a short, barely there expression, but leaves Nikki wobbly in a way that has nothing to do with the alcohol, and 


it's all Nikki can do to keep from falling off the couch in shock at his own reaction. 


Fuck Slash, a litte voice in the back of his head says . He missed his shot. 


Axl seems happy. He really does. And he came up here with Nikki out of his own volition: it's what he wanted 
to do. Nikki's not that bad, if he really thinks about it. Sure, he has a short fuse and he's kind of a bastard at 
times, but then again so is Ax. They're a good match, however much they drive each other crazy. It's not a 


bad thing that they're together. Sort of. 


If he really thinks about it, --and he's conscious that he's over rationalizing this to make himself feel better, 
but he's not being honest with himself these days, so fuck it- he actually did Slash a favor. What was sweet, 
honest, nice Slash going to do with Axl? The redhead is a whirlwind, a firecracker, a fucking nightmare. No 
offense to Slash, but Axl is way out of his league. 


Satisfied with this reasoning, Nikki smirks, takes a long pull of his beer and nods. Hey, if things dont work out 
with Axl, Slash can have his shot when Nikki's done with him. It won't be the first time the younger man's 
fucked Nikki's leftovers. Nikki snickers again, picturing Axl's reaction at being called that and knowing that if the 
redhead were ever to pluck that thought out of Nikki's drunken brain, he'd skin him alive. 


"| don't think I'd ever fuck a guy" Izzy drawls just as Nikki tunes back into the conversation, and Nikki wonders 
how the fuck they wound up talking about fucking guys, but by now Tommy is sprawled on the coffee table 
with his mouth open, Duff occasionally dribbling beer into it. Izzy is sitting on the backrest of the couch, 
drinking something from a bowl with a thoughtful expression on his face "Maybe Axl, but he doesn’t count" 


Axl's eyebrows escalate all the way to his hairline, and it's a testament to how drunk he is that all he does is 


steal Izzy's bowl and not set him on fire "You have one shot at contextualizing that before | punch you in the 


nuts 


"You are the prettiest person | know" Izzy shrugs, like that's an acceptable answer, and he only lives because 


he is Izzy, and Axl has double standards regarding him. 


"We had a betting pool!" Fred giggles then from where he's sitting on the floor next to a passed out Slash, 
who's cradling a bottle of vodka in his slack arms as if it were a baby animal "On who'd get to fuck you first” 


Axl boggles at him, and wow, he's in a really good mood. At any other time, heads would be rolling by now. 


"First?" he hisses, eyes narrowed, and Nikki can already see him scratching Fred's eyes out if he doesn't like the 


next answer. Nikki contemplates making popcorn. 


"Well, yeah. Or ever" Steven shrugs, drunkenly impervious to the death glare ". Anyway, it was a pretty big 
list" 


Axl's eyes snap to him "You knew about it?!" 


Steven snaps his mouth shut and signs that his lips are sealed. Axl's blue-green eyes pin on Duff, then, who's 


sitting next to the other blonde and stops grinning at once, swallowing hard. 
"Everyone was betting on Vince, though" he says, trying to redirect the Axl's wrath and succeeding quite well. 


"That bleached-blonde fucker makes me prefer the company of rabid dogs in heat and THAT's on a GOOD day," 


Axl shrills, waving his arms wildly. 

"The next one in line was-was Alice Cooper!" Fred says, laughing. 

I'd have rather given head to a TOAD," Axl informs. 

"Tommy here was another option" Nicky says, poking the drummer with his foot. 

Axl shudders "Toad, again" 

"Hey!" Tommy says, looking rather put upon and raising his head to glare at Axl. 

"Ok, maybe not a toad’ the redhead grants, rolling his eyes ". But still, no" 

Tommy seems pacified by this, if the way he lets his head drop back on the table is any indication of this. 
"And last, but not least because its my favorite" Fred grins, raising his beer in a toast to no one. 


Tommy drumrolls on the coffee table to create momentum for when they both say, in unison ', Slash!" and 


promptly burst out laughing. 

Nikki was all prepared for a very funny bit of wild flailing and guttural noises that would put the most indolent 
pig to shame, but instead, Axl's eyebrows scale his forehead and take refuge in his thick red bangs, his jaw 
hits the floor and makes a break for it, and his eyes almost roll back in his head for a moment. He makes this 


really odd wheezing sound and his whole body seizes up. 


Nikki Sixx, master of observation, man of knowledge and trivia, interprets these signs and comes to the 


following conclusions: 
Number one: There are airborne swine in this world. 


Number Two: There is a tree out there, somewhere, waiting to be discovered and when he finds it, he will be 
much richer than he is right now. 


And 


Number Three: People with pitchforks are ice skating in hell. 


Axl and Slash. 

Nikki is fucking Slash's leftovers. 

The voice in his head that had been so helpful took a nose dive off the end of his common sense and drowned 
in the sea of his disbelief that had frozen over with his sense of utter incredulity. Nikki short circuited and 
just sat there watching his not-boyfriend turn blue as their friends laugh their asses off at the sheer 
ridiculousness. 


"That's fuckin," Axl wheezes out and then pants, "ridiculous," he finishes and gags and coughs. 


Nikki finds the fuse box of his mind, toggles the switches and everything gives that starting up whine as it 


creaks back into production. 


Axl doesn't want him to know it. 
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Once, when he was seven, Nikki bit some kid's hand hard enough to make him bleed. 


The reason was that this kid had reached out to steal Nikki's apple during lunch break, and that's the kind of 
abuse Nikki just doesn't take. And apparently never did. 


Anyway, seven year old Nikki wrapped the scene that struck horror to many a child's heart and got him 
expelled when, after prying his jaws open to make him let go of his crying, bleeding little friend, a teacher 
asked him why he had done that. 


Wiping the blood from his mouth with his sleeve, Nikki shrugged. 
"Don't touch my stuff" 


A good statement, elegant and simple, and monumental in the forging of Nikki's character: the apple was 

hissomeone wanted to take it away, and Nikki didn't let him. If the kid had been successful in taking the apple, 
Nikki doesn't need to check all those psych evaluations they did on him to know that he would have gone and 
beaten the shit out of that kid sometime later, because that's him. He can't let things, even little things, go. 


So, it's not that Nikki is in fact going to jump over the coffee table and bite Izzy's hand, the one that's now 
currently curled over Axls raised knee in a much to casual gesture for two people who are, and have always 


been, just friends and nothing more. He wouldn't do something so savage. 


But there's a big chance he'll chop the fucking thing off if Izzy doesn't remove it from Nikki's stuff, staf. He 
may not differ much from his seven year old self in demeanor and ideals, but his methods have evolved to 


state of the art: he has an axe and he knows how to use it. 


Problem is, a heinous voice whispers in the back of his head, the one that sounds a lot like Vince when he's 


trying his best to make Nikki strangle him with a bass string, he's not actually yours, is he? 
He's not. He has never been. 


Suddenly Nikki can see, in stark and vivid clarity, another set of hands mapping out the pale skin he has 


memorized by now, another mouth drinking in the moans and curses he loves to elicit. 
Nikki grits his teeth. Axl is not his. Damn you, incorporeal voice. 


"Damn who?" Duff asks, looking droopy eyed and completely drunk, and baffled at the glare Nikki turns his way. 
Nikki must have spoken out loud. Nikki likes Duff. Duff is a likable guy. 


But he's Slash's best friend and that makes him fall from Nikki's grace faster than a cannon ball thrown over 


the side of a sinking ship. He doesn't know where all the guilt he was feeling just a few minutes ago went to, or 


where all this anger came from, but now he's seething Maybe this is what Axl feels like all the time, unable to 
pinpoint the exact moment his mood made it's way from one side of the spectrum to the other. It's rather 


frustrating, only adding to the anger piling up somewhere in his gut. 


"Nothing" he grits out, and Duff frowns for about a second before his short attention span is taken away 
from Nikki by Steven, who's trying to swat a fly with a drumstick. 


This idiot probably had a go too, the voice says with a cackle, and Nikki grinds his teeth so hard he's surprised 
they don't shatter to pieces inside his mouth. He slams his hand down on the coffee table, waking Tommy up 
from his drunken sleep and startling everyone else from their conversations. He can feel the weight of Axl's 


green eyes on him like a smoldering brand. 


He turns his palm to check, and sure enough there is the black spot of the dead fly. Steven looks at him like 


he just ruined it for everyone. 


Nikki's smirk is tight:"Always good at killing stuff" he says, letting the dead bug make a fluttering path towards 
the floor. 


"What's up with you man?" Fred asks, fighting to keep his eyes focused "You've been acting weird" 


Nikki ponders this. Axl is staring at him silently, the beginnings of a question curling on the edges of his blown 
pupils, and Izzy's damned hand is still there. 


"Nothing" Nikki repeats through gritted teeth as he rises to his feet and stalks forward "Nothing at all" 


He steps over a still sleeping Slash on his way to where Axl's sitting, resisting the sudden urge to step on him 
so that he'll wake up and see this and suffer. It's all his fucking fault for not keeping his hands to himself, 
anyway. He takes Axl's bowl of something away, ignoring his protests, and shoves it at Izzy, who's forced to 
retrieve his hand to grab it before it spills all over him. 


He straddles Axl's lap, and Axl's hazy eyes widen in alarm that almost covers the want coiling around the 


flecks of blue in those green eyes. Nikki smirks. 


"Dude, what the--" Axl starts, the beginnings of anger lacing his words, but Nikki doesn't let him finish, 
clamping his mouth over Axl's hungrily, licking into that sinful mouth that's just too fucking tempting and 
chasing away the taste of alcohol with his own--washing away the taste of others and replacing it with his 
own. He's aware that this is a stupid notion to begin with, but he's drunk and jealous and doesn't care. Besides, 
he's done stupider things before for less tempting results. 


Axl, Nikki's found, is much like a combination lock : Nikki caresses the side of his face with one hand, tucking his 
hair behind his ear, and slips the other behind Axl's back to run it up his spine. The digits are chased by 
shivers all the way up, and Axl's fingers fist on his shirt. He bites at Axl's bottom lip gently, very gently, and 
a little moan shudders out of his parted lips, like a reward that sets him on fire-- 


"God, | wish | had a video camera right now." Steven says, wistful, and Axl breaks away from Nikki with wide 


eyes and a nuclear blush. 


"As Axl's best friend" Izzy says, unashamedly staring his best friend’, | have to say that that would be 


disrespectful" he grins ". But yeah, a camera would be good now" 
"Well, at least we're getting a show" Steven reasons. 


"Are they done yet?" Duff asks tremulously from behind his hands, which are covering his eyes and face lest 
they catch fire at the sight. 


"Yay, a show!" Tommy chortles, sitting up on the table and clapping his hands in joy, waking Slash up from his 


nap on the floor. 

‘lm up, lm up- What?" Slash says, groggily rubbing at his eyes. Nikki feels a scary surge of anger bubbling up 
his throat and he glares at him, but before he can tell him anything Axl shoves him off and rises from his 
seat. 

"Come on" he hisses, pulling viciously at Nikki's shirt once beore stalking to the kitchen 

"Aw, come on, Little Redl" Fred purrs "What's privacy between friends?" 

But Axl doesn't answer, his good mood evaporated. Nikki clatters to unsteady feet and follows him. 


"Can | open my eyes now?" Duff asks as he's leaving, sounding unsure. 
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"What?" he hears Slash ask again, voice drowning in confusion, and he almost can't resist the urge to take his 


shoe off and throw it at him because This ik All Hs. Fault. 


As soon as he makes it into the kitchen, unsure of what to say and wether or not he's supposed to apologize, 
Axl pounces on him and kisses him hungrily, digging his fingers into his upper arms. Nikki's shocked, but snaps 
out of it immediately when Axl's erection presses urgently against his thigh. 


"I should kill you" Axl says, but he doesn't sound angry, or any angrier than usual. Nikki praises the effects of 
alcohol. He bites at Nikki's lips desperately, moaning when Nikki's slacked hand finally finds it's way under his 
shirt. 


Nikki pulls him as close as possible, marveling at the way they fit together, and promptly forgets anything 
exists, or has ever existed, beyond the feeling of Axis heart thumbing against his own and his wandering hands 


tugging at his clothes. 


So what if Axis fucked every person in the tri-state area? Nikki doesn't care. 


He slips his hand down to cup Axis ass just to hear him gasp around a curse, and decides to let it go. 


Except he can't. Let it go, that is. 


Early in the morning, Nikki gazes at the empty spot where Axl should be and grinds his teeth, only partly 
because he has a splitting headache. Mainly because Axl is gone again, and he's somewhere out there, quite 


possibly getting it on with someone else, as he's so successful at doing. 


The guys left early in the morning, bodily shoved inside Tommy's truck by Fred, who kept saying something 
about a photo shoot. Axl went with them, intent in finishing some promotion stuff they have to do in these 
few days off the road. 


lll be by soon’ Axl said, slipping his boots on as he sat on the edge of the bed with a half asleep Nikki 
wrapped around him from behind. Nikki stopped himself from asking for him to promise that through sheer 
force of will, but it was near thing. Instead, when Axl tried to get up, Nikki didn't let him. 


Axl sighed, fond resignation written on every line of his body "You're so weird, Sixx" 


Nikki decided not to dignify that with an answer. Instead, he dragged his tongue over the curve of Axl's ear, his 
warm breath ghosting over the sensitive skin "Why d'you never call me Nikki?" 


Axl shuddered, letting his head fall back against Nikki. He huffed out a laugh, apparently still in a stellar mood, 
and turned his head a little to look at Nikki "So weird. You're the weirdest person | know" 


He grabbed one of Nikki's hands loosely in his own and brought it to his mouth, pressing a stinging kiss to it, 
the ends of his red bangs brushing against Nikki's knuckles softly like a caress as he hummed contentedly. His 
tongue peeked out to brush against his skin, and Nikki's breath caught in his throat, the entirety of his being 


snared in feeling 


Something shifted in the atmosphere, something that had his heartbeat spiking and his mouth going dry. He 
was held captive by the feel of soft lips against his skin, the touch utterly sensual and yet not, a curtain 
falling over the outside world like a sheet on a piano, muting it to dull silence. All was quiet in Nikki's newfound 
gilded cage, every thought devoid of color and sound and taste, everything paling when rendered in stark 
contrast to the bursting feeling of being so close-- 


Just as it appeared, the bubble burst, prompting Nikki to drop his hold on Axl as if he'd been burned, eyes 
wide and wild. 


Freed, Axl rose to his feet with a chuckle, muttering "So weird" under his breath, and left the room, leaving 


Nikki to stare after him for several minutes and wondering what the fuck had just happened. 


Nikki fell asleep after that, and dreamt that he'd fallen off the roof, Axl's grumbling while he scooped the gory 
mess from the driveway with a bucket being chased away by the sound of invisible rain hitting the rooftop. He 


woke up with an urgent need to vomit, and blamed it on his killer hangover. 


He's been staring at the ceiling ever since, wondering why Axl's side of the bed feels so strangely cold. He's not 
the one who can't sleep alone, that's Vince. Besides, Axl being in his bed is not a regular thing. It would be 
stupid to think that Axl would stay here to warm his bed through all of his break, and it would be stupider of 
him to think he’s the only one that warms Axis bed 


So what if Slash has a crush on Axl? So what if they slept togheter? So what if Axl, for whatever reason, 
doesn't want Nikki to know? That's not Nikki's problem. That's between Axl and Slash. And if Nikki feels a stab 
of something ugly and painful at the thought of there being something between Slash and Axl, then he's going 
to have to suck it up and fucking deal 


He's not some teenager with a crush, he's a grown ass man who has an arrangement with another man that 
doesn't involve al this stupidity Nikki's been displaying. They're just fucking, nothing more. There are no feelings 
between them, This whole possessive, needy, pining thing is out of place. Completely out of place. 


And he really needs to have some casual, meaningless sex with a stranger, stat, because he's clearly 


forgetting how this whole sex life thing works, what with the whole self imposed monogamy. 


His head throbs and Nikki groans, pressing the heels of his palms to his eyelids, vowing to never drink again so 
that he can avoid the confusion and the fucking embarrass-- 


The floorboards creak at the foot of the bed, like someone's stepped on them. 


Nikki snaps to attention at once and sits up, his aching head protesting the sudden movement. He looks around 
the room, but there's no one there, and nothing's out of place. He relaxes slightly, sighing as the throbbing in 
his head returns with a vengeance, and takes stock of the room. There's the phone with it's extension chord, 


there's Axl's boots he has to come back to pick up, there's Lizzie's axe, there's his china doll's sit-- 


The doll is slumped on the floor, as if she had been knocked over, her painted-on green eyes fixated on the 
boards instead of on Nikki, as they usually are. Nikki throws the sheets off--they'd gotten cold, anyway--and 
swings his legs over the side of the bed The floorboards are cold and clammy under his bare feet, the feel of 
them sending a shudder up his spine. He rises to his feet and makes his way to the doll, picking her up from 
her slumped position to check if any new cracks were caused by the fall. She seems intact, her eyes a dull 


bottle green that looks much too human for anyone's peace of mind. 


His girlfriend had been delighted to get rid of it when she gave it to him, unknowingly giving him the first piece 
of his collection She's a work of art, really, with her too human green eyes looking straight ahead and red lips 
and auburn curls, her hand-sewn dress and upturned nose. She looks a little bit like Axl, and Nikki doesn't 
regret the punch in the nose he got for pointing that out. 


Nikki's about to put her back where she belongs, when he realizes that her dress is moist. Wet in patches, as 
if she'd been lying in a puddle of water, soaking it in. 


"What the--" Nikki mutters, checking the floors fro puddles he knows are not there because it didn't rain last 


right and even if it had, there are no leaks on the roof. He checked. Therefore, there are no puddles. 
Except there's one. Right there by Nikki's feet, disappearing under the chair. 


Nikki swallows hard and takes a step back, meaning to leave the doll back on the chair and go get a mop or 
maybe call a plumber or something, because maybe Axl spilled some water here last night or maybe there's a 
curiously wandering pipe that's leaking or something. Yes, that must be it. 


He's about to put the doll on her chair when he notices that her painted on, too-human eyes have turned and 


are regarding him steadily, as if she were simply wondering when he's going to put her down. 


"Jesus!" Nikki drops her at once, taking a step back, his heart rate spiking in fear as a cold sweat breaks over 
his skin, turning it as clammy as the floorboards. 


The doll hits the floor on her face, by far the part of her made with the heaviest material, a cracking sound 
echoing in the room like a gunshot. Nikki swallows hard and stares at her back, her spilled copper curls, her 
colorful dress with wide eyes from the doorway and all he can think about is that now she'll be wet and 


broken-- 


Except not. The floor is perfectly dry, the puddle the doll should have fallen on completely gone, as if 
Silentheights had greedily sucked it dry in seconds like the dessert soaks in the rain 


Nikki blinks, his breath stuttering as he tries to keep his heartbeats under control. This doesn't make sense, 
and yet-and yet there's no way the doll's eyes moved. There's just no way. 


Walking towards the doll cautiously. He grabs it with a shaking hand, trying to touch it as little as possible, and 
turns it around. Her eyes are staring forward a usual, regarding him with a deadpan stare, and she's 
completely dry. Her face is as perfect as it was before falling, too, no new cracks visible beyond the faint ones 


on the paint, her face like parchment revealing her old age. 


He must have imagined the whole thing. Yes, that's what happened. Just his eyes playing tricks on him, nothing 
more. Maybe he's been staring at the doll too much, his frayed subconscious acting out in a momentary lapse. 
His head chooses this moment to throb, giving him a good excuse for such a strange episode. He's sleeping 


poorly, and he's still halfway drunk from last night. He must be losing practice at surviving getting smashed. 


Nikki places the doll back on the chair, aiming her silent eyes towards the bed, and leaves the room with a 
chuckle, intent of doing something other than thinking about Axl all morning. Perhaps he'll try to write 
something, now that he knows he still has a band to perform them. That will keep him occupied and stop his 


overactive imagination from trying to find ways to keep itself entertained-- 
As he walks away, the doll's wide green eyes move to watch him leave with an almost inaudible cracking sound, 
the shadows hiding in the corners pullulating when the door slams shut. Water creeps on the floor like a living, 


whispering thing, spreading over the floorboards eagerly only to be soaked in and hushed by Silentheights. 


Soon. 


bhol@bpucket 


_ Protect more of your memories for less! 


— 


"Oh, dear!" Beth exclaims when she opens the door, her smile faltering a little bit "You look--" 


And he really must look bad, because she can't bring herself to finish. Nikki suspects that his pallor coupled 


with the spectacular bags underneath his sunken eyes must make for a rather startling combination 


"--like shit" Emma supplies helpfully, looking at him over Beth's shoulder, eyebrow raised. The fact that Beth 


doesn't chastise her simply confirms her statement. 
"Yeah, yeah" Nikki says as he steps inside the house, breathing in the scent of cookies and incense. 


"Bad dreams?" Beth asks sympathetically, shutting the door with a chiming noise. Nikki nods, prompting her to 
bounce to the kitchen "I have just the thing for that!" 


Nikki follows her with a chuckle. 


"One would think that with your boy-toy in 24/1 there wouldn't be much sleeping going on in that castle of 


yours" Emma comments. 

"He's not my boy-foy' Nikki grumbles, repressing the almost imperative need to look over his shoulder to 
check if Axl's there, pissed off and ready to eviscerate someone for daring to call him that, elderly citizen or 
not ". And he's not there now" 

Emma gives him a sympathetic pat on the shoulder "Domestic fights are a bitch" 


Nikki cringes. 


"Hush, Em" Beth chides her, grounding mysterious herbs in and ominous looking black mortar ". You make him 
uncomfortable and he had a rough night" 


Emma rolls her eyes and Nikki sticks his tongue out at her. 


"Tell me, darling" Beth says in a motherly tone, placing the contents of the mortar inside a flowery cup ", did 


the missus have you sleeping on the couch?" 
"Beth!" Nikki splutters from his seat at the kitchen table. The old women cackle like witches in a coven. 
"Just a little joke, my love. To ease the worries" Beth says, pouring steaming water over the ground herbs. 


The effect is instantaneous: the room is filled with rich scents of nature, warm and earthy and sweet. Beth 
places the mug on the table in front of him. 


‘Chamomile, sage and valerian" she says, taking a seat across from him with a smile". And something special, to 


keep the nightmares at bay" 


Nikki breathes in the rich scent of the fragrant tea. It clears his head instantly, and makes him feel dizzy at 
the same time, but in a good way "Thank you" 


Prompted by a not-so-subtle look from her sister, Emma asks "Want to talk about it?" with a put-upon sigh, 
likely wondering why she puts up with this shit. 


"No. It's just the--nightmares" Nikki grumbles, taking a sip of the sweet concoction, scalding his tongue. He 
takes another sip ". Axl's not the problem" 


Except Axl is the problem. Its Axl and this uncategorized thing between them that Nikki's having trouble coping 
with. Its this sudden flare of jealousy. It's all the pining Its the way Axl's low voice affects him much more 
than it should. It's this sudden cloud of negative feelings and honest-to-god yearning that clings to him like a 


cloak of darkness, whenever he can't run his fingers through soft red hair. 


Its the way his fingers are still twitching with the aftershocks of what happened this morning, a feeling he 


can't understand whapped around a moment that feels like it was a dream. 


The image of the doll's eyes settling on him returns to him in vivid colors, and he clutches the cup tight in his 
fingers. That too felt like a dream, but he can't say that he's seeing things on top of everything else, won't 
admit it out loud because somehow that will make it real. If he can keep it inside, then it will be alright. There's 
no need to think about the voices he hears, about the footsteps in the hallways, or the laughter in the roof. 


No need to talk about the water, or the dark, looming presence he sometimes sees out of the corner of his 


eyes but that retreats to the shadows as soon as he turns around to /ook-- 

"| don't--l don't know. | keep having these moments.." Nikki mutters, glaring at the flowered pattern of the cup. 
„These moments when | see things 

"These moments..when time just.sort of slips away from me" 


And that's a problem too. He frowns, because he's actually not sure why he is here, can't remember making a 
conscious decision to get out of the house. One moment it was midday and he was leaning on the counter, 
sullenly eating the cake Axl brought yesterday from the box, and then he was walking outside and crossing the 
street. It was almost like Silentheights pushed him ouf, like it couldn't bear him and his dark cloud anymore. 


Nikki snorts. Great, now he's anthropomorphizing the house. Maybe Axl is right and he's just a weird person, 
unable to function properly without drugs to give him a boost. Maybe he is going crazy after all. 


Or maybe something was pulling him-- 


"It doesn't make sense even in my head" he mutters, shaking his head and taking another sip of the tea ". It's 


like I'm losing time" 


He feels more awake now, alert. This moment feels solid, unlike that moment this morning with the doll, a 
moment that already is half forgotten like a glazed dream. The cushion on the chair, the chiming of the wind 
bells Beth keeps in the porch, the heat of the cup between his hands. It all feels real. He feels like he's actually 
here right now. 


He knows, intellectually, that de-realization is a symptom of depression. One of the doctors he was forced to 
see after cancelling the tour told him so. This feeling of the world not being real, of him not being real, of time 


slipping away from him like sand, it's just-- 
Its all in his head. That's it. He's sleeping habits are strange. He feels tired all the time. He has social anxiety. 
He's crashing again, and now there's no reason for it He's doing great, why the fuck does he feel like this? Why 


now, when he's finally clean and sober and trying to actually, actively be OK, he feels wrong 


He feels worse than he has any memory of feeling before. So--far away and hopeless. Like there's nothing left 


to strive for, like there's nothing left to lose, like he's slowly fading into nothing-- 
He looks up just in time to see Beth exchange a worried look with Emma. 


And now he's worrying old ladies. 
Score. Go, Sixx. 


The fact that the mocking, self-deprecating voice that now keeps a running commentary in the back of his 
mind has slowly but surely morphed into Axl's voice doesn't help af all 


"Maybe it's all that dying nonsense" Emma says, sitting down next to Beth and looking like there's nothing she'd 
want more than to not be here right now ". Maybe he's--you know. Half-dead! 


Nikki snorts, even if the possibility of him being half-ghost would quite possibly explain this whole fractured 
existence thing and give him an easy way out of this shit. If he were already dead, how hard could it be to 
just follow the light? Its actually a cheerful thought. It sounds like something Axl would find funny-- 


Beth's brow creases pensively "That's actually not such a bad theory" 
Nikki stares. Beth looks like she's actually thinking about it 


He knows, because it's impossible not to figure it out three steps inside their house, which is cluttered with 
candles and lucky charms of all kinds, from rabbit foots on the windows to a huge buffalo skull in the living 
room , that Beth and Emma are extremely superstitious. Spill-boiling-water -on-the-porch-to-keep-demons-at- 


bay, throw-chicken-guts-on-the-roof-to-stall-the-storms kind of superstitious. But this is a little too much. 


"What" he says. When he gets no answer, he says it again Then he shakes his head and builds up proper 
sentences "I'm not--That's-- I'm not--half-dead | don't think that's even actually a thing that you can be' 


Nikki's not superstitious. Sure, he likes dabbling into the occult for a good chuckle and entertaining stories, but 
that's about it. The fact that he's died twice and has been twice resurrected is nothing but an anomaly of the 
natural world. That he's slowly slipping away from reality is only a testament to how frail the human mind can 


be. 


"Well, what other explanation is there?" Beth huffs, biting her lip "You really do look terrible, boy. And you look 


worse every day. l'm worried! 
Beth's eyes look really big, and really round, and Emma is glaring at him. Nikki feels so touched he can't breathe 
for a second. It's been such a long time since he last found himself at the end of that look, so long since he 


last found himself slipping over the edge and looked behind himself to see someone there. 


"lm ok. Really" Nikki says, grinning a little in a manner he hopes is reassuring, but by it's effects he figures is 


just pathetic and rather disturbing. 

These women have done a lot for him, from keeping him from becoming a recluse to greatly improving his 
abilities both at poker and lawn mowing. Worrying them with his problems is not acceptable, no when they're 
not problems at all. He's just being an idiot, over-thinking things and not sleeping well, is all. Just a fucked up 
individual, nothing supernatural going on here. This is not the first time he's walked the slippery slope. He's had 
practice. 


Beth scoffs, clearly unconvinced, but says nothing. 


"I think you need a shrink" Emma says, chewing on a cookie. Beth gives her a look and she shrugs "What? He's 


depressed He could use some professional help" 


"A shrink won't help him. He's half-dead' Beth hisses, low like she's afraid of being overheard, clearly having 
latched on to the idea. 


Nikki rolls his eyes "We've already established that I'm not half-dead 
"No, you're not" Emma agrees ". You are depressed 


"l'm not depressed! l'm just going through a rough time, is all" he vocalizes his most recent mantra, the one 
he's been repeating inside his head for the past few weeks ".| just need some time to adjust" 


Just time. That's all he needs. No matter it keeps slipping away from him in moments of horrifying 


hallucination. He only needs time. 
"And a shrink" Emma repeats, reaching for another cookie from the plate at the centre of the table. 
Beth nods "And maybe an exorcist, but | don't think we can get those on short notice” 


"Depends on whether you want a good exorcist or one of those that just wave their arms around and curse in 


Latin" Emma Tells her. 

Beth hums "Maybe a hoodoo witch? | hear hoodoo is in vogue" 

"Amateurs, all of them" Emma states viciously. Nikki feels like they've forgotten about his existence all 
together ". Some busty brunette with a little talent for stitching dolls together and she's suddenly the Witch 
Queen of New Orleans" 


"Argh, you can't trust witches these days" Beth laments. 


"You really can't" 


"What are we talking about?" Nikki asks, frowning because there's something he missed here. 
"Nothing, deary. Drink your tea’ Beth orders sweetly. 
Dutifully, Nikki does. 


It's late at night when he leaves, carrying a bag of freshly baked cookies and some more of that magical tea 
Emma follows him out to the porch, where they're surrounded by the chiming of dozens of wind bells. 


"Wait" she says, stepping on one of the lawn chairs to retrieve something from the low roof, cursing under 


her breath. She's quite inventive. Nikki might look into some of those options himself. 
"Here" Emma says, shoving the thing at his chest and not looking at him directly. 


It's a dream-catcher, but it doesn't look like the ones Nikki's seen before, the ones belonging to various New 
Age people he's met through the years. Vanity had one hanging on the wall over her bed, large and purple and 
sparkly. This one is very different. 


The hoop is not perfectly round, it's shaped somewhat like a teardrop, and the knitting is haphazard, irregular, 
with beads and stones thrown in there in a random and uneven pattern shaded in hues of green and light blue. 


Underneath it, a single spotted feather hangs from a silver chain 
"lim not half-dead" Nikki repeats, inspecting the item. 


"I know, you idiot" Emma huffs, somehow conveying he's about to be whooped over the head with a sandal if 
he doesn't quit it with the sass". It's for your nightmares" 


Nikki looks at the worry in her face, carefully hidden under a facade of annoyance, and swallows through the 
sudden lump in his throat "|--hum-- | don't believe in these things" 


"Doesn't hurt having it" she shrugs and then smirks ". Besides, if | tell you it belonged to a real hoodoo witch, 


you can keep it for your creepy collection’ 


Nikki laughs, slipping it in his bag, and resolves hanging it next to Lizzie's axe. It was about time he added 
something new to his collection He wonders what Warlock has been doing. The kid was an intern at the label 
and Nikki's no longer on it, but maybe if he asks nicely enough the boy might give him a hand in continuing 
with his collection, one spooky item at a time. Maybe Axl could help picking them out. 


Morale considerably boosted, he hugs Emma just to hear her squawk indignantly and quickly jumps off the 
porch, deftly avoiding the sandal thrown at him as he jogs to the sidewalk. Spending so much time with Axl has 


really sharpened his reflexes when it comes to dodging projectiles. That sandal didn't have a chance. 


He's halfway up the darkened driveway to his looming house, wondering how well Axl would react to him 


moving a coffin to the bedroom if Nikki convinces him it belonged to Vlad Tepes, when he realizes he's never 


told Emma about his collection before. 

What the fuck? How did she know? 

He stills mid step and turns around on his heel, intent on making his way back to his neighbors’, only to be 
faced with a pair of glittering black eyes staring at him from the shroud of darkness, an ominous low rumbling 


like something out of a nightmare spelling carnage in the sinister quiet of the night. 


He really shouldn't have turned around. 


just a little bite (and now you're mine) 


Author's Notes: 

Hey! So the other day | heard a noise behind me as i wal walking back home at night, and i turned around 
expecting a thief or a rapist or something, and it was a dog. And it bit me. That's the kind of thing that only 
happens to me, and so i subjected Nikki to it. With a supernatural twist. 


Axl in bed is a lot like Axl everywhere else. He's brash, aggressive, demanding, doesn't do as he's told and can't 
ever just stay in one position Nikki doesn't know what he was expecting when he fell into this.whatever this is, 
but he can admit that Axl hasn't failed to - well, surprise would be putting it mildly. 


But for all that, or rather - fuck Nikki's life - because of all that, Nikki's finding it particularly difficult to not 
get addicted to this The feel of Axl's skin under his hands, the clench of heat around him as Axl slides one 


knee back and bucks against him, forcing him deeper. 


"Axl- fuck," Nikki grits, swallowing hard around a moan, because Axl is already a smug fucker and doesn't need 


to be encouraged. 


Axl just whines, shameless and more honest than Nikki ever sees him outside of this as he claws at the 
bedspread, spine bowing beneath Nikki's hands. "Sixx," he pants. "Oh, god - fuck - " 


The last breaks on a yelp as Nikki hauls him up, setting him in his lap with one hand pressed to Axl's chest as 
he fucks up sharply. Axl's moan doesn't even make it past his lips because Nikki slides his hand to cover it, to 
feel the vibrations of sound as they make it out to the open 


Nikki's learned the hard way that Axl's ability to stay silent during sex is about on par with his ability to stay 


silent any other fucking time. It's a good thing there are no immediate neighbors here. 


Nikki adjusts his grip, hooking his hand more securely over Axl's mouth as he rolls his hips and the muffled 


groan he gets in response is pretty much the best sound in the universe. 

"The sounds you make," Nikki says, and his voice is low and filthy even to his own ears. "Fuck, Axl" 

Axl makes a sound of assent against his hand, fingernails digging into Nikki's forearm where its pinning him 
back against Nikki's chest. At this angle Axl has fuck all leverage and as much as Nikki loves it when Axl gives 


as good as he gets, he can't deny he likes this too - pinning Axl in one place and just taking him. 


Nikki tugs slightly and Axl's head drops back onto his shoulder, the line of his throat taut and lean and right 
fucking there and Nikki can't help pressing his mouth to the pulse point, teeth sinking down. 


Axl claws at his arm and fucking keens and Nikki has to pull back slightly, feeling a low growl vibrate through 
his chest as he presses his forehead to Axl's neck and just breathes. From this angle he can see down 
between them; see where he's disappearing into Axl with every thrust and he can't help slowing, watching the 
drag and pull until Axl groans against his hand like Nikki's killing him when really, it's the other way around. 


"Always so bossy." Nikki pants with a grin, thrusting up sharply once, twice and that's all it takes before Axl 
is seizing up, mouth opening hot and wet against Nikki's hand and it's mildly ridiculous, but mostly ridiculously 


arousing, that the only time Axl is silent is when he comes. 


And the sight of him is like a punch to the gut, its enough to pitch Nikki over the edge too. He muffles his 
groan against Axl's shoulder, thrusting minutely through the aftershocks until his legs are shaking too badly 
and he has to collapse them both forward onto the mattress. 


"Fuck," Axl groans against the pillow. "I think.. you killed me. I'm speaking to you now from beyond the grave." 


Nikki grunts and presses his mouth to Axl's shoulder. "Only you would find a way to talk through death," he 
says and Axl tries to elbow him, huffing a laugh. 


Nikki just shifts his weight, pinning Axl more securely against the mattress and it's..nice. The feel of Axl under 
him, skin warm and smooth and everywhere. Nikki presses his face to the back of Axl's neck and breathes him 


in. 


"You are so weird," Axl says, relaxing under him. He's been saying that a lot lately "It's a good thing | like 


weird." 
"Is a good thing | like /oud" Nikki says, lazily licking across the top-most knob of Axl's spine. 


"l'm not loud," Axl says, sounding vaguely affronted. He's been in an incredibly good mood 


lately."l'm..enthusiastic." 


Nikki snorts, shifting up and over to collapse next to Axl on the bed. Even the slight distance is an unwanted 
one, but Nikki's learned the hard way that Axl won't make a move until he's had the air crushed out of him if 
he gives him the chance. He'll complain loudly and annoyingly about it, and make the occasional threat, but he 
won't move. He just stays there, face pressed to the pillows and eyes closed, his hair splayed around his head 


like rivers of molten rock, calm ad still as he only is a few minutes after a good fuck. 


Affer sex is also the only moment Axl allows him to stare, so Nikki does. He takes everything in, tracing the 
curve of Axl's body from his lower back to his shoulders, a long, sensual bow of muscle and sinew covered in 
milky white skin. He appreciates the colorful draw of the tattoos on his arms, the ones he can see from this 
side, and catalogues the exact shade of Axl's hair, somewhere between red and golden. There's a stark contrast 


between those things and the near colorlessness of the rest of Axl's body. 


The starkest contrast though, are his eyes, bright blue in green and always burning. Right now they are 


closed, his golden eyelashes pressed to his cheekbones as he breathes in and out, relaxed and sleepy and 
perfect. 


Even when he's boneless like this, there's something restless about Axl. Its there, like a caged bird fluttering 
against his skin and trying to get out, and even when he's asleep it's like his body's ready to flee at all times, 
restless and in alert. So alive, always thrumming with it, at every second. It's really no wonder people love him. 


No wonder at all. A person like that, they look so alive one would think they'll never die. 

He makes Nikki feel old, sometimes, even though he's not that much older. Axl's so.. enthusiastic, as he put it 
himself, Nikki can't help but think he's not. Can't help but realize that, for all his ambition, he's always been the 
exact opposite. 

To someone who loves life as profoundly as Axl, someone who throws himself so completely into everything he 
does, Nikki must seem like an alien species. Courting death at all times and allowing himself to wither away, 


allowing time to slip him by-- 


"I can hear the cogs turning inside your mind" Axl mutters softly against the pillows, not opening his eyes 


"What are you thinking?" 

Nikki smiles. His little mind reader never misses one. 

| was thinking that someday you're gonna die" he says, gazing intently for a reaction. 
Axl doesn't give him one. Doesn't even flinch or frown or open his eyes. 


"paging Dr. Freud" he stage whispers, and Nikki takes a swat at him. Axl laughs and opens his glittering eyes to 
look at him "Ok, ok. Psycho. Explain’ 


He always does that. No one had ever done that before. Usually Nikki would just say something weird and 


people would chalk it down to him being eccentric or a pretentious dick, and they'd leave it alone. 


But not Axl. He always wants to know what, why, when or where, always asks for more information. It doesn't 


faze Nikki anymore, this immediate interest in pretty much everything he says. 


He's also found the catch: Axl uses these questions, his interest, to never reveal a single thing about himself. 
Its a clever mechanism, one that plays on people's egos and their love of talking about themselves to keep Axl 


safe from prying eyes. 


Nikki's considered pointing it out, but--well, the truth is that he believes that the second he demands of Axl 


more than what he gives freely, Axl will run for the hills faster than race horse. 


He's so skittish, so reserved, and really he's opened himself up to Nikki much more than he ever expected he 


would. He sleeps next to Nikki now, instead of just feigning it like he did that first time, or sneaking away in the 


darkness of the night like he did several times after. 

So Nikki gives him space, keeping his curiosity in check. Also, it's incredibly entertaining to try and gauge 
responses out of Axl, seeing how far his nonchalant attitude will go in the face of Nikki's strange thoughts 
about him. 


"Is just that you're so." he tries to find the perfect words, eyes caught in the engaged attention he finds in 


the green of Axis eyes “alive, right now." 
Axl blinks "thank you?" 
Nikki smiles a little at his expression, reaching out to trace the bow of his lips with his fingers. 


"Someday, you're gonna stop being so alive" he says softly ". Like, your heartll stop. your blood'll stop pumping 


and your eyes'll glaze over and you'll just--sfop" 


Axl snorts "And you'll read my obit in the papers and remember this moment when you made me think about 


my ultimate end and depressed the shit out of me" 
Nikki huffs out a laugh "Don't be depressed" 
Leave it to Axl to take even the most abstract concepts to their very last consequences. 


"I think that the fact that life ends makes everything much more exciting" he says, tracing the slope of Axl's 
nose with his finger ". Someday, you'll read my obit--" 


"--and hopefully this time you'll actually be dead and stay dead--" 


"--vou'll read my obit, the final, official one" he says with a snort ", and you'll-- remember this moment, 


when we are so--so close" 


He lets the words carry out in a whisper, a lot more revealing than he'd expected they'd be. He watches the 


swirls of color in Axl's eyes as he thinks. 
"How come you get to die first?" Axl asks with a frown 
Nikki hadn't thought of that "Well, I'm the oldest" 


‘Four years older" Axl says, in the tone of someone who doesn't like being told he's a kid on principle "And | 
don't think that makes much of a difference, in the great scheme of things" 


Nikki mulls this over. Its not so much the age thing that makes Nikki think he won't live longer than Axl, it's 


more the fact ththe can't imagine himself living a long life. That he's made it so far astounds him. 


Also..well, Nikki loves the fact that Axl is the kind of person who says stuff like "n the great scheme of things" 
without making it sound like a platitude. Its a thing about him, that he makes old things feel fresh just by being 
a part of them, and that's precisely the quality that makes Nikki think death can't possibly touch this creature 
lying next To him. 


He's about to say something along these lines when he sees red marring the colorlessness of Axl's face, a 
thick droplet of blood making it's way from his nostril and down towards the pillow. Leaving behind a trail above 
his pink lip like a garish mustache. 


Nikki pushes himself up in a second, a sentence dying on the tip of his tongue "Axl, you're bleeding” 


Axl doesn't answer, his gaze gone glassy and vacant, not fixing on anything even when Nikki forcefully rolls him 


to his back and hovers over him. 
"Axl" Nikki says, shaking him a little and watching in horror as more blood trickles down from Axl's nose. 


At first he thinks the blood on his lips trailed down from his nose, but soon he realizes with dread Axl's also 
bleeding from his mouth, rich crimson life dripping out of him steadily in a gory spectacle. 


"Come on, sit up. Axl--" Nikki shoves him to a sitting position, his heart hammering against his ribcage and his 


breath coming out in pants. 


Axl's head hangs to the side limply, like he's lost the ability or the strength to hold it up, but his eyes roll to 


settle on Nikki with a cracking sound, 


"You don't get to die first, Sixx" he says, blood spilling from his mouth in rivers, staining the white sheets and 


his naked chest. 


Nikki lets go of him, his heart sinking when Axl simply falls down like a lifeless thing, and lunges towards the 
phone on the nightstand with bloodstained hands. His feet clash with the floor with a splash, and the bottom 
drops out of Nikki's world when he looks down to see water there, pouring down from the leaks on the ceiling, 


warm and syrupy like spring rain-- 

Only it's not water. 

It's blood 

"Sixx" Axl whispers, a gurgle caught i the word. 

Nikki turns to look at him, his heart threatening to come out of him through his mouth, just in time to see 


thick tears of crimson spill from his eyes, gone dull bottle green as the doll's painted on, lifeless orbs. Nikki's 


world shrinks down to nothing but the vacant look on Axl's face as life leaves him in rivulets of red. 


Around them, the house caves in, fire in every room and blood, like water, rushing through wood and stone like 


the veins of a giant sprawled, unmoving, on the hill. 
Axl's lips move. 


"There's no room" 


"Sixx!" Axl yells frantically right in his face, intermittently shaking him and slapping his face none to gently. Nikki 


slides into wakefulness and into pain like fire coursing through his veins. 


He groans and crams his eyes shut as soon as he opens them, wishing he'd never woken up, regardless of the 


horrifying nature of the dream he was having. 


There's a sharp, throbbing pain on his side, pulsing with every one of his heartbeats. He feels dizzy even 
though he's sprawled on the floor, like he's losing air through his nose instead of getting it in 


"We should get something to clean the wound, deary" he hears Beth say, her disembodied voice somewhere 


above him. 


" We should get him to the hospital" Axl stammers, but he scrabbles to his feet. Nikki tries to protest and 
shift towards him and make him stay, but his body feels heavy like there's sand in his veins and he just 


manages to whine a little bit when he hears Axl run away. 


"Easy, darling" Beth says, combing his hair away from his face. Suddenly opening his eyes a little bit doesn't 


seem too hard. 
He focuses on her heart shaped face, on the inch of white at her temple, because he's afraid if he looks in 
her eyes they won't be the live rich brown he's gotten used to, but murky and lifeless like buttons on a rag 


dolls stuffed head. 


"You gave us quite a scare, but don't worry" Beth says softly, just as Axl reaches Nikki's side again and 


clatters to his knees, radiating anxiety ", we'll make you well" 


"We should call an ambulance" Axl says, but he's not looking at Beth: he's trailing fingers down the side of 
Nikki's face, pushing back the locks of hair that stick to his skin with sweat. 


Nikki turns towards the touch like he's starving for it, closing his eyes so that he doesn't have to look into 
Axl's and find them lifeless and cracking, rivulets of blood spilling like tears-- 


Axl makes a distressed sound ". He's burning up. What if he has an infection?" 


The pain is so bad an infection feels like something he might have, but the idea of going to the hospital sends a 
stab of anxiety through him. He doesn't want to go to the hospital He hates the white walls and the antiseptic 
smell and the glaring white lights, and he'll have to stay there on his own because he has no next of kin for 

them to call, he erased his mother from the form years ago, and Axl doesn't look like he might be his brother 


so he can't lie and ride in the ambulance with him-- 


"Nonsense" Beth says as she presses a piece of damp cloth to Nikki's torso hard enough that it stops hurting 
a little. There's a reason why she's Nikki's favorite ". It's just a little dog bite. Some tea tree and thyme an 
hell be right as rain" 


Nikki doesn't think this could quite possibly be true, not with the way his stomach is lurching with nausea and 
his body is pulsing with every heartbeat and every breath he takes feels short gurgling, like there's something 
in his lungs that shouldn't be there, but he appreciates her trying to keep up the good cheer. 


Axl is not so appreciative. 


"Are you kidding me, lady?" he snaps, a touch of hysteria in his voice "A liffle dog bite? The fucking thing fore 
a piece of hm! There's blood all over the fucking porch!" 


Ah, Axl. His brutal honesty is usually the kind of refreshing tall glass of reality Nikki needs to keep his life 
bullshit-less, but right now all his words elicit is fear, rushing over Nikki like an ocean wave trying to drag him 
away from the shore. 


"Now, now, sweetie” Beth chides patiently, doing something to Nikki's side that makes the pain go from nearly 
unbearable to a dull throb ". There's no need to exaggerate" 


‘lm not-" Axl starts angrily just as the pressure disappears from Nikki's side, but he cuts off with a gasp and 
then there's soft fingertips pressing against where Nikki assumes the bite must be. his whole body feels like 
it's on fire, but it feels manageable now. 

"These things tend to look worse when they're not clean" Beth says reassuringly into the disbelieving silence. 


"But--but it was forn' Axl says incredulously, like the word hurts him ". And there was blood on--/ saw if 


"It was dark and you were startled to see your friend in such condition’ Beth hums reassuringly, and the 


pressure returns to Nikki's side, taking some more pain away ". The mind plays tricks on us, darling. Trust me" 


"He was forn" Axl repeats, sounding thoroughly unconvinced. Nikki manages to move his hand a little, to brush 
against Axl's enough to startle him into lacing their fingers together. 


"He looks better already" Beth chirps. 


Axl's fingers tighten on Nikki's hand, and Nikki can feel him staring holes into his face but he refuses to open 
his eyes. 


"Must be that undying thing he has going on’ Axl mutters absently. 


Beth says something else, but Nikki doesn't hear it. His mind swirls away from consciousness like a feather 
fluttering down towards the ground, slow and unsteady but as inexorable as the the hands of time. 


He awakens sometime in the night, feeling headachy and tired, swathed in blankets and covered in sweat. He 
immediately makes to throw the cover away and check the bite, but hands appear out of nowhere and settle 
on his shoulders, effectively pinning him to the bed. 


"Don't move" Axl says, his eyes glittery and bright even in the dim light provided by the bedside lamp. Nikki 
obeys him, settling back. 


He tries to speak, but his mouth is dry, and all he manages is a soft croak of "Water" 
Axl lets him sip some awkwardly with a straw, but he doesn't let him sit up. 
"What happened?" he asks, once his throat is no longer so parched. 


Axl sighs and settles back on the overstuffed chair next to the bed, rubbing sleep away from his eyes "A dog 
bit you" 


He doesn't say anything more, the silence clearly implying Nikki is an idiot for letting such a thing happen and 
he better explain himself, stat. 


Nikki rolls his eyes "The way you say it, you make it sound like it was a fucking Chihuahua’ 

"Well, what was it?" Axl snaps impatiently. 

Nikki honestly has to think about it, searching his blurry memory for the right words. 

"It was-—big" 

So eloquent , Axl's raised eyebrow seems to say. 

"Fucking huge" Nikki elaborates ". But | didn't really see it, it was so dark--it bit me and--that's it" 


Axl looks at him silently for a few seconds, and then he sighs, slumping back on the chair. There's tension 
written in every line of his body, tendrils of unused energy making him edgy and fidgety. 


"You passed out" he says, his leq jittering anxiously ". | got here around midnight, and you were half dead on 


your porch" 

Maybe he's--you know. Half-dead, Emma's words circle in Nikki's head, but he quickly dismisses the connection 
as stupid. It's a common enough expression, and Axl using it has no connection with his conversation with his 
neighbors yesterday. 

"Your neighbor cleaned you up" Axl continues, not noting Nikki's sudden stiffness or maybe chalking it up to the 


pain he's not feeling ". She put some weird thing on it and bandaged it. Apparently it worked, but you should go 
to the hospital. Fur ball might have had something" 


Nikki scans his body for pain, but there's nothing. When he'd woken up earlier, he'd felt like was on fire, but 


now--nothing. 
"Huh" he says eloquently. 
Axl snorts "Yeah" 


He yawns hugely then, and then frowns like he wasn't expecting it. It must be really late then, for the 
proverbial night owl to be feeling sleepy. 


"Axl" 

Axl blinks slowly "Yeah?" 

"Are you tired?" 

Axl nods. Nikki pats the side of the bed he's gotten to think of as Axl's, and watches him rise stiffly from his 
chair to crawl underneath the covers, reaching out to turn the bedside lamp off. He settles a considerable 
distance away, but then scoots closer bit by bit until he's pressed to Nikki's uninjured side, his breath warm 


on Nikki's neck. 


"These are the sort of things that only happen to you" Axl comments, his fingers skittering the edges of the 
thick bandages on the side of Nikki's torso. 


"Hey" Nikki says, draping an arm around Axl and hiding a wince when he lifts it too far up and his body twinges 
in protest ". l'm sure a lot of people get bitten by dogs every day. Even by Chihuahuas" 


Axl snorts darkly "Yeah, but they don't pass out in a puddle of their own blood" 


The mention of blood immediately takes Nikki back to the nightmare he had earlier, images piling on top of each 
other at top speed, this same room flooding with blood and Ax\'s doll-like eyes spilling--spilling--. 


"Why--Why are you here, anyway?" Nikki asks thickly, closing his eyes and fighting the sudden spiking of his 
heartbeat. 


He concentrates on the feel of Axl against him, the steadiness of his breathing, the softness of his hair 
against Nikki's chin. His presence is solid, anchoring Nikki to this reality-- 


But then again, his presence had seemed solid enough in the dream too, and even if Axl said he was coming 


back soon he didn't say today, and this moment might fade in blood and water in a second and-- 
"| said | was coming back soon" Axl points out, a note of annoyance slipping in the words. 
"You said soon, but not today" Nikki says. 


His pulse is speeding up. Fuck. Axl's face is pressed against his neck, he must feel it even if he doesn't say 


anything. 

He tries to cover it up with a cheeky, smug grin "Missed me?" 

At any other time, Nikki would get at least a pinch on the ribs for even implying Axl might have something as 
prosaic as feelings, but as it is Axl just huffs a laugh and lets his hand splay over Nikki's chest carefully. He 
can definitely feel Nikki's speeding heartbeat. 


"| like it here" he says, drowsy with sleep and tired enough that he's not even affronted ". Its peaceful’ 


Nikki grins into the darkness, trying to force himself to calm down and quit being a moron OF course Axl's 


here. He's awake, and this is not a dream. 

"Such a peaceful gentle soul" he says with a nervous chuckle. Axl says nothing, but he twitches the tiniest of 
amounts. ". Came back here to listen to the sounds of nature, of course. Not for the free food or maybe 
because he missed--" 


Axls hand slips up from Nikki's chest and two fingers land on Nikki's mouth, effectively stealing his breath. 


"You wan' me to leave?" Axl asks, cracking an eye open It's bright even in the darkness, and Nikki can 


practically see the green and the blue swirling together into something new. 
"No," Nikki says, his voice muffled by Axl's fingers ". I'm kinda comfy" 
"Then shhh .." Axl says, his last utterance ending in a sigh. 


Nikki feels Axl's hand go slack and heavy against his jaw, and he twists his head, feeling slightly claustrophobic. 
Axl's hand drops down to his upper chest, the tips of his fingers splayed against his neck. Axl's mouth opens 


slightly, his face slack He's already out. 


Nikki gingerly trails his fingers down his side, feeling out the thick swathe of bandages and pressing his fingers 
to it, wondering why he can't remember the dog biting him. All he remembers is leaving Beth and Emma's 
place, walking up the driveway--the eyes in the black of night, the fear running up and down his spine, speeding 
up his breathing and then-- nothing. Nothing at all. 


He must have tried to run towards the porch, since that's where Axl found him, but he has no memory of 
moving. All he remembers is the nightmare, waking up in pain, Beth's voice and that soothing pressure. Axl's 
fingers twined with his-- 


Its frustrating. He doesn't understand why his mind is stealing moments away from him, why its making him 
lose time. What's the point of it? So a dog bit him, big deal. It's not like it was a big traumatic event requiring 
immediate repression! Even if the sheer thought of it makes his hair stand on end-- 


"Sixx" Axl sighs chidingly, his fingers pressing against Nikki's pulse. 

Even in his sleep he's a fucking mind reader. 

Nikki sighs, letting his hand fall to the side and away from the bandaged wound. He doesn't feel anything even 
when he presses it sharply with his fingers, no pain and no pressure either: it's like that piece of him has 
ceased to exist completely, and he'd feel worried if he weren't so relieved that the pain is gone. Beth must 
have given him some kickass herbs. 

Axl shifts a little closer in his sleep, burrowing deeper into the warmth of the blankets. Nikki tries not to 
analize the fact that he's here with Nikki too much, and definitely doesn't adress the warmth spreading 


through his chest when Axl nuzzles his neck. 


That he's back so soon means nothing, simply that he's escaping the hectic life of being part of a big band, is 
all. Nothing more. Maybe he had a fight with someone. Maybe his thing with Slash-- 


Nikki cuts off that thought as soon as it shows up and stifles a sigh. He's really been on a one track mind 
lately. He was mauled by a fucking street dog and all he can think about is that Slash stuck it to Axl, once 
upon a time. 


And is probably still doing it-- 


He focuses on Axl's breathing, evened out by sleep, and tries to match it with his own. He's tired. Now is no 
time to dwell on stupid things. Besides, Axl's here right now isn't he? He stayed. 


Not that Nikki cares. 


He manages not to snort at his own pathetic inability to lie to himself, and falls into a blissful, dreamless sleep. 


Hanging by the window, the dream catchers feather flutters and glimmers light blue in the wind, just as a pair 
of black eyes glittering with fire recede into the darkness of the night. 


just a silly phase 
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He peels off the thick swathe of bandages in front of the mirror, grimacing at the cold feeling he gets in his 
spine every time he sees the antiseptic whiteness of gauze stained with the acrid redness of old blood, but no 


pain. No pain at all 


He looks down at it in confusion, uncertain of what to do. He'd been about to change the bandages, but the way 
that it is right now the bite mark doesn't look like it needs bandages at all. It looks like nothing. It doesn't look 
like it was caused by a monstrous creature he can't even remember, it doesn't look like it left him bleeding and 
weak and passed out on his porch who the fuck knew how long, it doesn't look like it gave him a fever high 
enough to make him hallucinate with pools of blood and fire and death. 


It looks harmless, and that makes Nikki's gut churn in an unexpected swathe of fear. 


The garish, disgusting path of ripped tissue he was expecting is not there. In it's place is a row of tooth marks, 


small punctures arranged in a circle there where canines pierced skin, but nothing much worse than that. 


Axl stops speaking in the middle of a sentence after glancing down at it, drops his toothbrush on the sink and 
kneels to observe the benign wounds, seemingly mesmerized. 


"Huh," Nikki says, trying to keep the mood light in the face of the storm he can see forming in Axl's eyes, 


grey winning out over the blue and green "I guess maybe it was a Chihuahua after all" 


Axl ignores him, a shivery breath escaping his parted lips. For some reason, Nikki almost can see it 


materializing, as if the room were suddenly freezing cold and Axl's breath were vapor. 


"It doesn't make sense," he says softly, as if to himself, fingertips carefully tracing the outlines of each mark 
and snapping Nikki out of his imagination. 


"What doesn't make sense?" Nikki asks in equal soft tones, feeling a litte bit like they're stuck in a bubble, like 


a curtain's been drawn over them like a sheet over a piano, muffling the outside world into null nothing. 


He's come to dread moments when Axl is nonresponsive, mainly because his nightmares lately have conditioned 
him to expect blood and hollowness when that happens. 


In Nikki's nightmares, Axl's eyes always lose their inherent sparkle, that life in the beautiful color that Nikki's 


been drawn to from the very start, clothe fetishes and animal magnetism notwithstanding. Axl is a lively 
individual, with his heart on his sleeve all the fucking time and passion in his voice, and in Nikki's nightmares 


he's flat and non responsive, like a lifeless doll. 


"Last night, it looked awful, " Axl says, frowning up at Nikki and once again dragging him out of his own mind 


"There was blood-- everywhere. For fuck's sake, Sixx, you passed out" 


Blood everywhere. Blood pooling on the floor and falling from the ceiling and spilling from Axls beautiful, beautiful 
dead eyes and splattering on their sheets and turning everything into that terrible crimson that always spells death 
and pain and nothing, nothing nothing gone gone gone- 


You don't get to die first, Sixx-- 


Nikki reaches down to touch the skin himself, fingertips brushing with Axl's, and swallows the lump in his 


throat, an acrid smell like burning hair clogging his nose. 


It doesn't feel right. It feels tender, like there was a chunk of tissue missing and what was left was stretched 
over the gap to cover it in a makeshift patch, like his skin were just a piece of fabric and there's a gushing 


wound hidden right under the surface of it. 


The sole idea makes him shudder, and he draws his fingers away, choosing to swipe a few flyaway strands 
away from Axl's forehead and push them behind his ear. The red of Axl's hair is so different from blood, he 
thinks, even when sometimes it looks a shade of blood red, under a certain light of the afternoon It's rich and 


lively, always shimmering with that undercurrent of gold that's evidenced in his eyelashes. 


When Axl looks up at him, Nikki shrugs. It's easy to put away thoughts of terrible and imminent horror that 
seem to be clogging his head these days when its just the two of them in the bubble, when the world is 
muffled and nothing exists. Nikki tries not to dwell on that too much. 


"Maybe Beth was right," he says, making a halfhearted attempt at believing it "and it just bled a lot" 


Axl hums, but the frown doesn't leave his face. It puts a heavy weight of uneasiness in between Nikki's 
shoulder blades, the look on Axl's face, because it means that at least a fraction of the strange occurrences 
that have been piling up these past few months are not just a product of his wasted imagination like he's been 
forcing himself to believe. He's always been very good at lying to himself, but it might be that he's losing his 
touch, if he needs the reassurance of Axl's blue green eyes on his before he lets himself believing everything 


is alright. 
He does need it. And it scares the shutout of him. 


"It doesn't speak very well about your tolerance to pain," Axl points out, trying at lightning the mood with a 
smirk on his face. Nikki swats at his head, huffing gratefully as something unravels in his chest and he 
breathes. 


"IIl have you know Chihuahuas have fucking sharp teeth," he says, letting his finger run through Axl's hair. 


‘Of course," Axl says in mock seriousness, and Nikki is about to say something scathing or maybe swat at his 
head again, maybe pull his hair this time, but then Axl sort of sways forward and brushes his teeth against 
the skin of Nikki's stomach, his tongue swirling out for a taste and before he knows it, Axl is unbuttoning his 


pants with his teeth and well.. 


The uneasiness fades, at least for a little while, and all of his being in concentrated on holding back from 
thrusting into Axl's sinful, perfect mouth, lest he wants to be drowned in the tub. 


Axl has a motorcycle. 


Nikki was not prepared for this, and he watches in something of an aroused stupor as Axl adds leather gloves 
to his all black ensemble and gets on the bike gracefully, managing to look like Elvis Presley, Marlon Brando and 


James Dean all rolled up in one incredibly hot, incredibly dangerous redheaded package. 


"How about you drop all your hopes and dreams and stay here?" Nikki suggests in a hot whisper against Axl's 
ear, hand slithering up Axl's conveniently positioned leather clad thigh. He's perfectly serious underneath the 
joking facade, something strange coiling in his stomach with red hot spikes of want and ugly possessiveness 
"Being a rockstar is overrated. Stay here and be my sex slave, | promise to feed you and keep you warm and 


not wear you out too much" 


Axl laughs breathlessly, swatting him away. A couple of months ago, he would have probably punched him in 
the face without a second thought for that, but their increasing familiarity with one another and Axl's 


seemingly constant good mood seem to tamper his responses to Nikki's weird sense of humor. 


"Charming as that sounds," he snorts. His hair looks orange under the sun, which should be a ridiculous color 
but it looks good on him, goes well with his nearly translucent complexion, matches the faint dusting of 
freckles over his nose "I have to meet up with our manager and then with the band. Slash said he has a couple 


of ideas for a song we've been working on" 


The jealousy that spikes inside Nikki at that nearly has him growling, a hurl of possessiveness making him want 


to drag Axl back inside and tie him to the bed so that he'll never leave, never even consider leaving him a-- 


Nikki breathes in sharply at that, stopping that train of thoughts at once. He blinks, realizing with a start that 
he's panting, his fingers clutching at Axis clothes like clamps. He lets go, but can't force himself to take a step 
back for the life of him. Can't make himself lose ground, as a chorus of mine, mine, mine eats away at the 


edges of his conscious thought. 


What the-- 


"Fuck," Axl says with feeling, seemingly unaware of the crisis Nikki is going through. He's absently paying with 
the hair at Nikki's nape, there where it's standing on edge at his own strange thoughts, and gazing in horror as 
Tommy's truck comes through the gates, and pulls up the driveway. "Better leave before he starts talking and 
| have to gauge his eyes out" 


He kicks up the motorcycle in record time, but allows Nikki to pull him into a drawn out kiss goodbye that's far 
more frantic than he thought it would be, a stinging desperation he can't quite understand clawing at his 
insides like a wild dog, gnawing at his skin like it wants to leave matching tooth marks both inside and out. 


When they separate, Axl looks at him breathlessly, blue in green eyes glimmering seaglass under the sun 
There's a question in there, one that Nikki can't quite gauge. He stares for a few seconds, then snorts and 
shakes his head in that now familiar way that seems to imply Nikki is weird but entertaining, like he's dusting 
himself of spider webs, before putting on the helmet and backing off the drive way, leaving Nikki panting where 
he stands, oblivious to the outside world. 


Nikki watches until he disappears, a growing ache like a void opening up in his chest and growling in discontent. 


"Well," Vince says from where he's standing next to him, and Nikki startles, nearly jumping out of his skin, 
because he didn't even notice him get out of the car. He hadn't been paying attention, so engrossed he'd been 
in watching Axl disappear yet again. 


Tommy is frowning at him worriedly even as he steps out of the driver's seat, but Vince just looks irritated. 


"That was unexpected," he says, kicking at the gravel under his feet. 


| can just imagine the headlines. ‘Axl Rose revealed as part of Nikki Sixx's secret harem - Fangirls crushed," 


Vince says, peering at the curtains like they might unexpectedly catch fire. 


Nikki grits his teeth and imagines scalping him with a butter knife. It makes him feel slightly calmer, but not as 
calm as actually doing it would That's the catch of contemplating murdering Vince: it always leaved him 


wanting more. 


"Give him a break, Vince," Tommy says from where he's standing by the kitchen counter, eating the last of 
Axl's cake out of the box. Fucking thing is addictive, he ought to ask Axl where he gets it "He's been through a 
lot lately" 


Nikki feels grateful for that. For all that Tommy can be a right bastard at times, and there have been 
moments in the past year when he thought they were through and he'd finally fucked this friendship into 
nonexistence, he can always count on him to take his side. Its a great thing, having a friend like that. He can't 


believe there was a moment there when he actually forgot that. 


"So" Tommy says, sitting down on the table and grinning "What was that scene with Little Red today?" 
And then he says shit like that, and Nikki has to wonder why he wants this person as a friend. 
Vince snorts at the nickname "He hasn't cut off your balls for that yet?" 


Tommy cringes "There was a pretty close call a couple of days ago. I'm never calling him that to his face 


again" 
"Good call," Nikki says with a grin, pouring hot water on ground coffee beans. 


He feels unexplainably tired, like he hasn't slept in weeks, which is absurd since he slept a record of sixteen 
hours last night. Granted, some of those hours were spent in a blood loss induced unconscious state, but he 
was sleeping nonetheless. He dreamt, didn't he? That means he was sleeping. You're not supposed to dream 


when you pass out, not even the horrible nightmare he had. 


Vince's impatience is nearly palpable even as he tries for nonchalance "So what's up with him? Are you fucking 


him, do you love him? What?" 


"What do you care?" Nikki asks with a sigh, sitting back at the table and looking up at Vince, at the uneasiness 
pouring out of him in waves and this sudden interest on who he's fucking. He's never cared before, not once, 
unless Nikki was fucking one of his girls. Is this why he's here, all of a sudden? After months of not even 


calling? 
Vince gives him a look that seems to imply he's the stupidest person on earth, and at least that is familiar. 


"We're still a band We have to know if you'll get caught in some scandal for flashing the poor people of LA 


with swathes of gay love," he sneers, arms crossed over his chest. 
‘lm not in love," Nikki feels the need to point out sullenly. He doesn't even have the energy to feel angry, he 
finds. His side is itching, an annoying tingling sensation that doesn't stop, and he concentrates all of his might in 


forcing his fingers to clutch at his mug and not reach down and scratch over the bite mark. 


"Oh?" Vince raises an unimpressed eyebrow "And what's all this I've been hearing about you settling down with 


pretty Rose here, up on the hill?" 


Nikki glares at Tommy, who at least has the decency to look ashamed as he licks chocolate frosting from his 
fingers, but not too much. He wouldn't be Tommy if he felt true shame. 


"Hey, you're in love!" the man points out, like it's the best thing that's happened this decade an he'd been 
praying for it, which, knowing Tommy, he had "That's a great thing!" 


"No, it's not. People in love do stupid shit" Vince states with a frown, looking at Nikki like he's never seen him 


before in his life. 

"Good thing I'm not in love, then" Nikki says. 

"Yeah, you are. | saw you today, wanting to suck his face off like your mouth was a vacuum cleaner" 

‘| did not!" Nikki squeaks, appalled. 

"It was beautiful,” Tommy says happily. 

‘It was gross, and this is a disaster" Vince corrects ". Look at him!" and he points at Nikki like he's an animal at 
the zoo, looking at them with wide eyes through a gilded cage "The fucker hasn't been gone for an hour and 
Sixx's already moping' 

"lam not!" Nikki grits out, crossing his arms over his chest. 


"Yeah, you are, dude. But just a little," Tommy says apologetically, but then he grins "I didn't know deep down 


you're a romantic’ 

Vince snorts "I didn't know he had a deep down" 

"Shut up," Nikki sighs, gulping on his coffee "Look. Axl is just--" 

But he doesn't really have a way to finish that sentence. He grasps around for a term, and comes up empty 
handed. All he can think about is how much he likes Axl's hair, of all things, and the glaring orange of it under 
the midday sun. So what is Axl to him? Isn't that the big fucking question? It used to be clear enough, their 
agreement, and now all the lines are blurred and he doesn't know how to answer a stupid fucking question he 


should have been prepared for. 


A good fuck? A passing fancy? A fling? A repeater? The most beautiful creature to ever walk the surface of 
the earth and one he wants to keep with him, locked safe, until the end of time? 


"--just a boy toy," he says with a smirk, echoing Emma's term. Tommy snickers, and Vince snorts. 
Liar, his heart seems to thump, in strange concert with the house that suddenly seems to him a tad bleaker. 


ll never settle down, ok?" Nikki smirks. "I'll be playing the field until I'm old and gray. And I'll still be a hot piece 


of ass then, too" 


The bite mark itches like hell and he gives in, letting his hand ramble down to scratch at it absently, relief 
slipping all through his pores. 


Vince snorts again, but seems a tad relieved "You wanna live till then? Never let Rose hear you calling him 


that. Also, start writing---else, I'll have to strangle you" 


"| missed our conversations, Vince," Nikki deadpans, sipping on his coffee and grimacing at the bitterness. He is 


rather surprised to realize that he means it. 


